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THE 


PREFACE:! 


UR Bleſſed Saviour immediately before 

He went out to Suffer, S Wng an Hymn, 

and his Diſcip! es Sung with Him "Afier His 

ſ Aſcenſun into Heaven, the Apoſttes Sung the 


And ſo muſt the Chriſtians of this Tme. For if 
theſe ſhould hold their Peace, the Stones would 


tirgale, I would Sing like a Nightingale; 
But now | am a Ml, will Sing the Prais 
les of God as long as | Live; And I would 
have you to Sing with Me ! Smyg we then 
heartily to our good God as it ever becometh us 

$9 dear to 15 ſhould the Concernment of Gods 
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Praiſes of God, and Taught others to S jo. | 
After Them, the Primitive Chriſtians Sung ; 


mmediately Cry out : Should we be Silent, even ( 
| the Heaihens might ſhame u5, One of whom * | 


ſaid formerly to 3s Friends, It I was a Nigh- ; 


\ 


The Preface, 

| onour be, that We ſhould S aemnly 091 1s 
© Goodneſs, Power and Wiſdom, ever 1n thole 
Works of His, wherem we have no Special In- 
tereſt - For this we have the Example of Holy 
{ David and- Others. But if we have nat at- 
tained to ſo Divine a Frame, yet we ſhould at 
leaſt praiſe God for our own Mercies ; Ioich 
are ſcarce Mercies, fcarce our own, if they be 
not Thankfully acknowledsed to Him that gave 
Them, Some of which are taken Notice of m 
the Firſt Part of the Book. But who can expreſs 
the Noble Acts of the Lord, or [ew forth all 
by Praiſes e 

Solomons Song # an Fleavenly Diſcourſe 
betwixt Chriſt and His Church, And O how 
\ He Loves ber | How He extols her ! Hyw 
\ He admires Her ! How he rejoyces in Her ! 
It is a thing which cannot be duly thought upon 
| without an Holy Aſtomſhment ; As is Hu Ma- 
| jeſty;ſo is his Mercy, fo is his Love,þis Joy, Hence 
it is that the day of his Eſpouſals (a day that 
Crown'd his Church with Infinite Happmeſs) ut's 
Styled the dayof the Gladneſs of his Heart, 
Ch. g. 11. In 


| 


The Preface. 


In the Verſon I Lnok dat the Words; In the 
Paraphraſe the Spiritual Senle ; In the 
whole ac the Edification of thoſe who Love Our 
Lord Jeſrs Chriſt in Sincerity. 

Worthy is the Lamb that was Skin to 
reccive Power, and Ricnes, and Witdom, 
and Strength, and Honour, and Glory, 
and Bleing, 

Let Heaven and Earth Praile Him, Let 
Saints and Angels praile Him. 

Let Gods Holy Church throughout all 
the World Praile Him, Let all the Tongues 
and Tribes of the Earth Praiſe Him, Lec 
Time praiſe Him, Let Eceraity praile 
Him, Let our Lips and Lives praile 
Him, Let our Souls pratle Him ; A4n40 
may they be a Praiſe to the Riches of Flis 
Grace for Ever | 


The 


' The CONTENTS of the 
_ Firſt Part. 


If General Song of Praiſe to Almighty 
God. : 

II. Another. 

z IL A Sorg of Praiſe for Creation. 

'* IV. A Song of Pratſefor P reſervation. 

V. A Song of Praiſe for Proviſion. 

VI. A Song of Praiſe for Protettion. 

VIk+2 So9g of Praiſe for Health. 

VIE 4 Song of Praj/e forfamitty-Proſperity, 

> I. A Sorf of Praife for good Succeſs in Honeſt 

*. Aﬀfairs.. 

X. A Song of Praiſe for the Morning. 

XI. 4 Song of Praiſe for the Evening. 

XII. 4 Song of Praiſe for the Birth of GHrift. 

XIII, 4 Song of Praiſe for Chriſt. 

XIV. A Song «f Praiſe for Redemption. 

XV. A Soxg of Praiſe for the Goſpel. 

XVI. A Jong of Praiſe for aGoſpel-Miniſtry. 

XVII. A Song of Praiſe for H. Baptiſm. 

XVIII. 4 Song of Praiſe for the Lords Supper. 

XIX. A Song of Praiſe for the Lords Day. 

XX. Amother. 

XXI. 4 Song of Praiſe for the Patience of God. 

XXII. A Song of Praiſe for the Pardon of Sin. 

X XI. 4 Song of Praiſe for Peace of Conſcience. 

XXIV. A Song of Praiſe for Joy in the FI. Ghoſt. 

XXV. 
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The CONTENTS. 


XXV. A Song of Praiſe for Grace, 

XXVI. A Song of Praiſe for Anſwer of Prayer. 

XXVII. A Song of Praiſe for Deliverance from 
Enemaes. 

XXVIIIL A Song of Praiſe for Deliverance 
from Spiritnal Troubles. 

XXIX, A Song of Praiſe for Deliverance from 
imminent danger of Death. 

XXX, 4 Song of Praiſe for the Hope of Glory. 

XXXI. 4 Song of Praiſe Colletted out of the 
Book of Pſalms. 

XXXII. Another. 

XXXIII 4 Song of Praiſe Collefted from the 
Doxologies in the Revelation of Saint Fohy. 


Books 


Books Printed for Tho. Parkhurſt. 


| Body of Pra&ical Divinity, conlitting of one 
Inndred ſeventy fix Sermons on the leſſer 
Carechiim of che Aſſembly of Divines at YYVeſtmin= 
fer ; wuh a Sopplement of ſome Sermons on ſeve- 
ral Texts of Scripture. by Tho.  ar/on, formerly Mi- 
niſter of St. Srepbers Walbrock, Recommended by ſe- 
veral Eminene Divines, tv Maſters of Families and 
others. | 
A Collection of Divine Hymns on ſeveral oce4 
{ians, ſuired ro our common Tunes, for the uſe 0 
PevoutChrittians in tinging forth the Praiſes of God. 
* Sacramental Hymns, colleRed chiefly from ſuch 
paſſages of the New Teltament, as contain the molt 


ſuitable matter of Divine Praiſes in the Celebration t 
of the Lords Supper; to which is added one } 
Hyma relating ro Baptiſm, and another to the Mt- 
niſtry. By 7eſ. Boyſe Miniſter of the Goſpel. a 
Penitential Cries in thirty two Hymns. By 7obr 
Maſon. M. A. and Author of the Songs of Praiſe- f, 7 


colle&ted out of the Bible, together with a Cate- 
chiſm, the Canticles, and a Catalogue of Virruous 
VVomen. By H#illiam Barton, A. M. The Pſalms *' ' 
of David in Meter: newly tranſlated and diligently . 
compared with the Original Text, and former Tran- 
flations : more plain, ſmooth and agreeable to rhe 
Text than any heretofore. Recommended by Tho. 
Alanton, John Owen, William Fenkyn, Tho. VVatſon, 
Tho. Lye, Mat. Pool, Matthew Mead, Tho. Doolittle, 
Tho, Vincent, Nath. Vincent, VVill. Carſlake, Rich. 
AMayoand givers other Eminent Divines. 

Hymns ſuited to the Sacrament by Thy. Vincent, 8c. 


Six hundred ſelect Hymns and Spiritual Songs, | 
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Songs of Praiſe to Almighty God, 


upon ſeyeral Occaſions. 


I. 4 General Song of Praiſe to Almighty God. 


C&S ] 


OW ſhall ISing that Majeſty 
Which Angels do Admire? 
Let Duſt in Duſt and Silence lie, 
Sing, Sing, ye Heav'nly Quire. 
Thouſand ot Thouſands ſtand Around 
Thy Throne, O God, moſt High ; 
[Ten Thouſand times Ten Thouſand ſound 
Thy Praiſe ; But who am I 


l | (2) 


Thy Brightneſs unto them appears; 
Whilſt Itchy Footſteps trace. 

A Sound of God comes to my Ears ; 
But they behold thy Face. 

They Sing becauſe thou art their Sun, 
Lord, fend a Beam on me 3 

or where Heav 'n :s but once bgzun 
Thcre Hallelujalis be. 


B ( 


CO. 


. Songs of Praiſe 


(+ ) 


Enlighten with Faiths Light my Heart, 
Enflame it with Loves tire, 

Then ſhall I Siog and bear a part, 
With that Celeſtial Quire. 

I ſhall I fear, be dark and cold, 
With all my Fire and Light : 

Yet when thou doſt accept their Gold, 
Lord Treaſure up my Mite. 


(4) 


How great a Being, Lord, is thine, 
Which doth all Beings keep ! 
Thy Knowledge is the only Line 
To ſound fo vaſt a Deep. 
Thou arr a Sea without a Shore, 
A Sun without a Sphear, 
Thy Time is now and evermore, 
Thy place is every where. 


CS ) 
How good art thou whoſe Goodneſs is 
Our Parent Nurſe and Guide ; 
Whole Streams do water Paradiſe 
And all thc Earth beſide! 
Thine Upper and Thine Nether Springs 
Make both thy Worlds to thrive. 
Under thy warm and theltring wings 
Thou keep'it two Broods alive. 


(6.), 


— 


to Abnehty Gd, 3 


( 6.) 
Thy Arm of Might, moſt mighty King, 
Both Rocks and Hearts doth break. 


| My God, thoucanſt do cvery thing 


But whar would ſhew thee weak. 


Thou canſt not Croſs thy ſelf, or be 


Leſs then thy fſelt, or poor ; 


' But whatſoever pleaſeth Thee, 


That canſt thou do, and more. 


L% 


' Whowould not fear thy Scarching Eye, 


Wirnels to all that's true ? 
Dark Hell and deep Hypocriſie 
Lie plain betore its View. 
Motions and thoughts betore they grow 
Thy Knowledge doth Eſpy. 
What unborn Ages are to do 
Is done betore thine Eye. 


(8.) 


Thy Wiſdom, which both makes and mends 
We ever much Admire. 
Creation all our Wit 4 ranſcends ; 
Redemption riſes Higher. 
Thy Wiſdom guides ſtray'd Sinners home, 
'Twill make the dead World rite, 
And bring thoſe Priſoners to their Doom. 
Its Paths are Mylteries. 
| B 2 | E 9) 


4 Sogs of Praiſe 


( 9.) 


Great is thy Truth, and ſhall prevail 
To Unbelievers ſhame. 

Thy Truth and Years do never fail ; 
Thou ever art the ſame. 

Unbelief is 2 Raging wave, 

_ Daſhing againſt a Rock. 

It God do not his 1/rael Save, 

Then let Fgyptians mock. 


( 10 ) 


Moſt pure and Holy are thine Eyes, 
Moſt Holy is thy Name, 

Thy Saints, and Laws, and Penalties, 
Tay Holineſs proclaim. 

This is the Devils ſcourge and ſting, 

» This is the Angels Song, 
Who Holy, Holy, Holy Sing, 

In Heavenly Canaay's Tongue. 


" (on. ) 


Mercy, that ſhining Attribute, 
The Sinners Hope and Plea ! 
Huge Hoſts of Sins in their Purſuit 
Are drown'd in thy Red Sca, 

Mercy is Gods Memorial, 
And in all Ages prais'd, 
My God, thine only Son did fall, 
That Mercy might be Rais'd. 
B 3 


( 12. 


to Almighty God. 5 


EW 
Thy bright Back-parts, O God of Grace, 
| Humbly here Adore. 
Shew me thy Glory and thy Face, 
That I may praile "Thee more. 
Since none can fee thy Face and live, 
| For me todie is beſt, 
| Through Jordan's fireams who would not dive 
To Land at Canaan's Reſt ? 


{* x44 
Arnether. p 


I, 

Hat ſhall I Render to my God, 
V For all his Gifts to Me ? 
Sing Heav n and #arth, rejoice and praiſe 
His Glorious Majeſty. 
Bright Cherubims, ſweet Seraphims, 
Praiſe Him with all your might. : 
Praiſe, praiſe Him all ye Hoſts of Heav'n, 
Praiſe him ye Saints in Light. 


$. 
Ye bleſſed Patriachs praiſe the Lord, 
For his Firſt-Fruits are ye. 
Bleſs'd Prophets who dreamt here of God, 
Praiſe Him, whom now you ſce. 
Offer to God ye glorious Prieſts 
Your Sacrifice of Praiſe ; 
Sweet Pſalmiſts, now your Hearts are Fixt, 
Your tuneful Voices raiſe. 


8. 3 Ve 
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2, 
Ye twelve Apoſtles of the Lamb, 
Who here proclaim'd your King, 
And Filfd this World with holy Sounds, 
Loud Halle!ujahs Sing, 
Triumphant Martyrs ye did Fig hr, 
And Fighting ye did tal, 
And falliny ye took up a Crown : 
Crown Him who Crown'd vou all. 


4. 
Praiſe, praiſe Him, all ye frved O--5, 
From whom Salvation cz n< ; 
Praiſe Him rhat Sirs wc: 1h Tarors, 
And Praiſe the Giorious 1 amo. 
Pritie, praiſe him, all ye Sans ! low, 
Praiſe Him both Eaſt and We: : 
Praiſe him, all ye Baptized Lands, 
Praiſe whom you have Proteis'd. 


J* 
O Praiſe Him, all ye Crowned Heads, 
That own the Chriſtian Name : 
Praiſe Him, who 1s the King of Kings, 
Raiſe and Enlarge his Fame. 

Praiſe Him, all Chrittian Magiſtrates, 
Gain Credit to his Ways : 

Praiſe Him, ye Miniſters of God, 
Teach Others Him to Prailc. 

6. 

Praiſe Him our Famous Chriſtian Iſle, 

Praiſe Him with one accord. 


Let 


—— 
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Let every Tongue, let every Tribe 
Be taught to Praiſe the Lord, 
Praiſe Him, my Friends and Kindred all, 
O Praiſe Him all your days, ; 
My Mind and Hearr, my Lip and Lite 
| Joyn to Advance his Praile. 
O Let mepraiſe thee, whil(t 1 live, 
And praiſe thee, when I dye, 
And praiſe thee, when I 11le again, 
| And to Eternity. 
Praiſe Father, Sorr and Holy Ghoſt : 
The Father fent his Sons 
The Son ſends forth the Holy Ghoſt, 
For Mens Salvation. 
8. 
Myſterious depths of Endleſs Love 
Our Admirations raiſe, 
My God, thy Name exalted is 
Far above all our praiſe. 


Ill, A Song of Praiſe for Creation. 


I, 
Hou waſt, O God : and thou waſt Bleſt 
Before the World begun 3 
Ot thine Eternity poſleſt, 
Before Time's Glafs did Run. 
Thou needeſt none thy praiſe to Sing, 
As if thy Joy could Fade, 
Let Could'ſt 


g Songs of Praiſe 
Could'ſt thou have needed any thing, 
Thou could'ſt have nothing made, 


2. 
Great and Good God, it pleaſed Thee 
Thy GoJ-Head to declare. 
And what thy Goodneſs did decree 
Thy Greatneſs did preparc. 
Thou ſpak'ſt, and Heaven and Earth Appear'd 
And Anſwer'd to thy Call , 
As if their Makers Voice they heard, 
Which is the Creatures ALL. 


3. 

Thou ſpak'ſt the Word, moſt mighty Lord, 
Thy Word went forth with Speed, 

Thy Will, O Lord, it was thy Word, 
Thy Word it was thy Deed. 

Thou brouglt'ſt forth Adam from the Ground, 
And Eve out of his Side, 

Thy Bleſſings made the Earth abound 
With theſe Two multiply'd. 


4 
Thoſe three great Leaves, Heaven,Sca and Land, 
Thy Name in Figures ſhew, 
Brutes feel the Bounty of thy Hand, 
But I my Maker know. 
Should not l here thy Servant be 
Whoſe Creatures ſerve me here? 
My Lord, whom ſhouldI fear but Thee, 
Who am thy Creatures Fear ? 
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x . 

To whom, Lord, ſhould I Sing but Thee, 
The Maker ot my Tongue / 

Lo / other Lords would Size on Me, 
But I to Thee belong. 

As Waters haſt unto their Sea, 
And Earth unto its Earth ; 

So let my Soul return to Thee, 
From whom it had its Birth, 

6. 

But ah ! I'm fallen in the Night, 
And cannot come to T hee. 

Yet ſpeak the Word, Let there &e Light; 
it thall Enlighten mc. 

And ler tity Word, moſt Mighty Lord, 
Tiy Failen Creature railc, 

O make me ore again, and I 


Shall Sing my Makers praiſe. 


£ 


IV. A Song of Praiſe for Preſervation. 


d, 


I, 
Hou Lord who raiſed'ſt Heaven and Earth, 
Doſt make thy Building ſtand, 
The Weight whereof doth wholly Reſt 
On thy Almighty Hand. 
Should it thou withdraw thy Hand of might, 
The Earth would quit its place. 
The ſhining Heaven would vanith ſtreight 
F. Into meer empty Space. 


10 Sonos of Praiſe 
$. 
For as that Liquors Scent remains, 
Which firſt tie Cask did Fill ; 
© Feeble Creatures hold the Scenr 
Of their firſt nothing ſtill, 
Lord, What is man, that Child of Pride, 
That boaſts his High degree ? 
It one poor moment he be Left, 
He Sinks, and where is He? 


In Thee I Live and Move, and am, 
1 hou deal'ſt me out my days. 

As theu renew'ſt my Being, Lord, 
L-t me reney thy praiſe. 

From thee 1 am, through thee Iam, 
And tor thee 1 muſt be. 

'11s better for Me not to live, 
Then not to live to thee, 


My God, thou art _ glorious Sun, 
By whoſe bright Beams I ſhine. 
As thou, Lord, ever art with Me, 
Let me beever thine. 
Thou art my living Fountain, Lord, 
Whoſe ſtreams on me do flow. 
My ſelf Irender unto thee, 
To whom my ſelf 1 owe. 


, L 
Astitou, Lord, an Immortal Soul 
Haſt Breathed into me; 


$9 
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So let my Soul be Breathing forth 
Immortal Thanks to Thee. 


V. A Song of Praiſe for Proviſion. 


I. 
Ome, let us praiſe our Maſters Hand, 
Which gives us daily Bread. 
Thy Houſe, my Lord, is full of Gueſts, 
Thy Table Richly Spread. 
Earth 1s thy Table, where thy Gucfts 
Do daily S:t and Feed. 
Thy Hand Carves every one his part, 
And ſuffers None to need. 


W 


Naked camel into the World, 
And nothing with me brought ; 

And Nothing have I here deſcrv'd, 
Yer have | lacked Naught. 

I do not Bleſs my Labouring Hand, 
My Labouring Head or Chance, 
Thy Providence, moſt Gracious God, 

Is mine Inneritance. 


Tay Bounty gives me * with Peace, 
A Table free from Strife. 
Thy Bleſſing is the Statfe of Bread, 
Which is the Staffe ot Lite. 
The People Sate in Companies, 
My Saviour Fed them all; 
SO 


12 Songs of Praiſe 
| So all the Families of the Earth 
tiave Tablcs in Gods Hall. 


The Vine and Olive es t00 
Are Nourithed by thy Care, 
Mercies we Eat, Mercics we drink, 
Mercics we daily wear. 
Shall I repincagiunſt my God 
That kept mc all my cCays 2 
Then let my Tongue torger to taſt, 
When it torgets to praule. 


VI. 4 Sore of Praiſe for Protedtion. 


I. 
Y God, my only Help and Hope, 
My ſtrong and ſure Defence : 
Forall my ſafety and my peace 
I bleſs thy Providence. 
The daily Favours of my God 
| TI cannot Sing at large. 
Yet let me make this Holy Boaſt, 
I am the Almighties Charge. 
2, 
Lord, in the day thou art about 
The paths wherein I tread, 
And in the Night, when 1 lye down, 
{ Thou art about my Bed: 
| I travel thro' the Wilderneſs, 
Free from the Beaſts of prey. 


The | 
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' The Wolves and Lions mouths are ſtop Cc, 
Tae Serpents creep away. 
In Prefervation God Creates, 
| Deqlivers in Protection. 
Lord, every Moment of my Lite, 
IS like a ReſurreCtion. 
| A thouſand Deaths I daily 'ſcape, 
I paſs by many a Pit, 
I Sail by many dreadful Rocks, 
Where Others have been ſplit, 


I ſee blind eds with mine Eyes, 
To Hoſpitals I walk, 

I hear of them that cannot hear, 
And of the Dumb I talk. 

Lord, what am I that thou ſhould 'ſt ſhew 
Such Favour unto me 2? 

My Bones and Senſes, all mult ſay, 
Lord, who is like to Thee ? 


VII. A Song of Praiſe for Health, 


” Io 
Ealth is a Jewel dropt from Heav n, 
Which Money cannot buy, 
1he Life of Life, the Bodies peace 
And pleaſant Harmony. 
Lord, who hath Turn'd my outward Man 


To ſuch a lively Frame, | 
Skreiw 
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Skrew up my Keart-ſtrings all, to make 
Sweet Melody to thy Name. 


2. 
Whulſt Others in God's Priſous lie, 
Bound with Aflictions Chains ; 
I walk at large, ſecure and tree 
From Sickneſs and from Pains : 


Their Lite is Death, their Language groans, 


Their Meat is Juice of Galls; 


T heir Friends, bur ſtrangers ; Wealth but want, 


T heir 10! ale Priſon w alls. 


1 
Their earneſt Cries do pierce the Skies, 
And (ha!l I filent be ? 
Lord, was I fick, as I am well, 
Taou ſhould'ſt have heard from me. 
The Sick have not more cauſe to pray, 
ThanlI to praiſe my King. 
Since Nature teaches them to groan, 
Let Grace teach me to ling. 


4. 
1 ſee my Friends, I taſte my Meat, 
I'm tree for my Employ : 
But when I do enjoy my God, 
Then I my ſelf enjoy. 
Lord, who doſt ſet me on my kect, 
Direct me in thy ways. 
O Crown thy Gift of Heaith with Grace, 
And turn it to thy Praiſe. 


VIE. 
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VIII. A Song of Praiſe for Family Proſperity, 


I. 
| Hy Bleſſing, Lord, doth multiply 
One Faco4 to two Bands, 
. One Perſon toa Family, 
| Which through thy Bleſſing ſtands. 
| On all my Flock both great and ſmall 
at,, Thy Sundoth Sweetly Shune. 
| Thy truitful drops do gently tall 
On every Branch of mine. 


| Thy Bleſſing made the Loaves to grow. 

| And Multitudes were Fed. 

| My Houſeis Fill'd and Feaſted too. 

It is an Houſe of Bread. 

| How canlI hcar my Children Sing, 

' And not Sing unto thee ? 

Since they glad News from Heav'n do bring, 
My God muſt hear trom me. 


3. 
Mine Olive Branches and my Vine 
Thrive by my Tables Side, 
Whilft others withcr and decline, 
| Who in Deaths Shade abide. 
| With Cov'nant-Blood imy Poſts are Red, 
*Tis on my Lintle found. 
And Lo / the Line of Scarlet Thread 
Ison my window bound, 
IF. 4 
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4. 

'Tis not, my God, my ſelf alone, 

But mine, to Thee I-owe. 
Thou mad'it me many out of one, 

So let thy Praiſes grow. 
Whatcser Lord is done to thine, 

Thou count t it done to Thee 
Arc whaticc ve} ts cone to mine; 

I Count it done to Me. 

5 - 

Ler me be ever gocd to thine, 

Whoart ſo gcud to me ! 
Let thine te mine and mine be thine, 

Ard they twice mine ſhall be ; 
Then ſhall mv Houſe a Temple te, 

Then I and mine ſhall Sing 
Hoſanna's to thy Majcly, _— 

And praiſe our Heavenly King. 
IX. 4 Song of Praiſe for good Succeſs in e Honeſt 

Afairs. 


I. 
S not the Hand of God in this : 
..1s notthis End divine ? 
Lord of Succeſs, Thee will I bleſs, 
Whoon my paths do'(t thine. 
I Reap the Fruit of Gods Deſign, 
By Him it was forcſeer, 


He 


e/t 


He 


| to Almighty God. 


' 
[He thought of this as well as I, 
Or ir hadnever becn, 
2. 
| Blindly gueſs'd, but he foreknew 
| I wiſh'd, he did Command. 
| Wherefore I praife his careful Eye 
| And his Unerring Hand. 
[The Bow is drawn by feeble Arms, 
| Aim taken in the Dark, 
{A Providential Hand doth Guide 
| TheArrow to the Mark. 
[Except the Lord the Gly keep, 
The Watchmen will be flain. 
Except the Lord do Build the Houſe 
The Bunleer Builds in Vain. 
Buildings are BaZels, Cities Heaps, 
When thou ſend ſt Curſe or Flame, 
And labouring Heads that promiſe Fruit 
Ofrt bring torth Wind and Shame. 


4. 
But thou haſt Crown'd my Actions, Lord, 
With good Succeſs to day. 
This Crown together with my ſelf 
At thy bleſt Feet I lay. 
Lord, who art pleas'd toproſper Me, 
To bleſs me in my ways. 
Profper;,my weak endeavouring Heart 
Wh Aimeth at thy praiſe. 


y 


C 
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| | 
X. 4 Song of Praiſe for the Morning, | 


[ 

I. _ 

Y God was with me all this Night, , 

| And gave Me ſweet Repoſe ; Let 
My God did watch even whilit I ſlept, / 
Or I had never Roſe. knd 


How many groan'd and wiſh'd tor Sleep, F 

Until racy wiſlh'd for day. | 

Meal'ring flow Hours with their quick pains, 
Whilſt 1 ſecurely lay ! 


2. 
Whilſt 1 did fleep all dangers ſlept ; 
No Thieves did me aftright, 
Thoſe Evening Wolves, thoſe Beaſts of prey, 
Difturbcrs of che Night. 
No Raging Flamesnor ſtorms did Rend 
| The Houſe that I was 10. 
I heard no dreadful Cries without, 
No doletul Groans within. 


J 

What Terrours have l 'Scapd this Night, far 

Which have on Orhers Fell, |'T 
My Body might have ſlept its laſt, he 
My Soul have wak'd in Hell, T 
Sweet Reſt hath gain'd that Strength to Me, his 
Which Labour did Devour, i ovl M 
1y Body was in weakneſs Sown, \'4 hed 
But it 15 Rais d in power, | 


ww £& 


| to Almighty God. 
| 4 
Lord, for the Mercies of the Night, 
My humble Thanks I pay. 
nd unto Thee 1 dedicate 
The firſt Fruits of the day. 
Let this day praiſe Thee, O my God. 
And folet all my days. 
\nd O ler mine Erernal day, 
| Be thine Eternal praiſe. 


%) Xl. A Song of Praiſe for the Evening, 


: 


I. 
OW from the Altar of my Heart, 
Let Incenſe Flames ariſe, 
'Y, \fliſt me,. Lord, tooffer up 
Mine Evening vacrifice. 
wake, my Love ; Awake, my Joy ; 
Awake my Heart and Tongue. 
leep not when Mercies loudly call ; 
Break forth into a Song, 


2. 
fan's Life's a Book of Hiſtory, 
The Leaves thereof are days. 
he Letters Mercics cloſely Joyn'd, 
The Title is thy Praiſe. 

'» hisday God was my Sun and Shield, 

| My Keeper-and my Guide. 

| care was on my Frailty ſhown, 


Mis Mercies multiply'd. 
C 2 
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Minutes and Mercies multiply 'd 
Have made up all this day 3 0 
Minutes came quick, but Mercies were bl 
More Fleet and tree than they. 


New tire, new Favours and new Joys Sin 
Doa new Song require. | 
T1) 1 ſhall praiſe Theeas I would, He 


Accept my Hearts deſire. | 


4 'Th 

Lord of my Time, whoſe Hand hath Set 

New Time upon my Score, Sin 

Then ſhall 1 praiſe for all my Time, 
When Time thall be no more. 

'Wi 

XII. A Song of Praiſe for the Birth of Chril ' 

"M 


I. 
Vay dark thoughts. Awake, my Joy. Do 
eh ake, my Glory, Sing, | 
Sing Songs to Celebrate the Birth He 
Ot Facobs God and King. 
O happy Night, that brought forth Light, 
Which makes the Blind to ſee ! 
The day Spring from on High came down 
To Chear and Viſit Thee: 


akeful AS near their Flocks, 
e watching for the Morn. 

er News from Heav'n was brought, | 
SaVIour is Born, j 


to Almighty God. 


In zethlem-Town the Infant Lies 
Within a place obſcure. 
O Little Bethlem, poor in walis, 
| But Rich in Furniture? 
3. 
Since Heaven is now come down to Fartt, 
Hither the Angels Fly. 


Heark how the Heavenly Quire doth Sing, 


Glory to God on High, 

[The News is Spread ; the Church is glad, 
Simeon, o'recome with Joy, 

Sings with the Infant in his Arms, 
Now let thy Servant die. 


4. 
wiſe Men from far beheld the Star, 

Ti} Which was their faithful Guide, 
A it pointed forth the Babe, 
| And him they glorified, 

Y. Do Heaven and Earth Rejoice and Sing, 
| Shall we our Chriſt deny ? 
'He's Born for us, and we for Him. 

Glory to God on High, 


XIII. A Song of Praiſe for Chriſt. 


I, 
'VE found the Pearl of greateſt price. 
My Heart doth Sing for Joy. 
And SingTI muſt. A Chriſt 1 have. 
| -O whata Chriſt have 1! 
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} C9 Chriſt 


bn - Songs of Praiſe 
Chriſt is the Way, the Truth and Life. 


The Way to Ged and Glory : M 
Lite tothe Dead, the Truth of Types. | 
The Truth of Ancient Story. Fi 
2, 4 
Chriſt is a Prophet, Prieft and Kiog : | 
A Prophet full of 1 ight : 
A Prieſt that ſtands 'tw 1xt God and Mn. 
A King that Rules with Might. 
Chriſt's Manho.'d 1s a Temple, where, 
The Ajtar, *God doth Reſt. ( 
My Chriſt, He is the Sacrifice. T. 
My Cariit, He is the Pr.e.}. | | 
My Chriſt, Hz is the Lord of Lurds, ws 
He is the King of Kings M 
He 1s the Sun of Righteouſneſs 
With Healing in his Wings, 
My Chriſt, He is the ' rce ot Life i 


Which in Gog's Garden grows, 
Whoſe Fruits do Feed, whoſe Leaves do Hea), C; 
My Chriſt is Sharons Roſe. 


4 

Chriſt is my M-ar, Chriſt is my Drink, « 

My Phyfick and my Health ; 'Pe 

Mv Peace, my Stiength, my Joy, my Crown,| | 
_ My Glory and my Wealth. | 

Chriſt is wy Father and my Fricrd, BY 
My Brother and my Love | 

My Head, my Hope, my Counſe!lour, | wy 


My Advor at: abovs. " | 


to Almizhty God. \. > 


; L 

'My Chriſt ke is the Heaven of Heaven, 
My Chriſt what hall I cal! ? 

;My Chriſt is firſt, my Chriſt is laſt, 
My Chriſt is All in All, 


XIV. A Sonof Praiſe for Redemption. 


I. 
That I had an Angels Tongue, 
That | migl:t loudly Sing 
Tie Wonders of Redeeming Love, 
To Thee my God and King, 
But Man, whoat the Gates of H-ll, 
Did Pale and Speechlels Lye, 
Muſt find a Tongue and Time to ſpeak, 
Or elfe the Stones will cry. 
C. 
Let the Redeemed of the Lord 
a Their thankful Voices raiſe. 
1 Can we be Dumb, whilſt Angels Sing 
Our great Redecmers Praiſe ? 
Comelet us joyn with Angels then, 
Glory to God on High. 
Peace upon Earth, Good will to Mey. 
n, Amen, Amen, ſayl 


| »& 
Poor Adam's Race was Sathans prey, 
And Duſt the Serpent s Food. 
We that were doom'd to be devour'd, 
, | Naked 2nd Trem" ling ſtood, C4 A 


TY: Songs of Praiſe 
A Wiſe Eternal pity then 

Did helpleſs Man betriend. 
Our Help did in Gods Boſom Lie, 


And thence it did deſcend, T! 
4. 
Love Clothed with Humiliry, At 
Built here an Houle of Clay. 
In which it dwelt, and Reſcu'd Man ; M 


The Devil loſt his prey. 
The ſpightful Serpent bruis'd Chriſts Heel 


3 | 


But then Chriſt brake his Head, | 
And letr Him Nail'd upon the Crols, | 

Oan which his Blood was thed. | A 
Sing and triumph 1n boundicf Grace, | C 

Which thus hath ſet us tree, | 
Extol with ſhouts, my ſaved Soul, | C 

Thy Saviours Love to thee. | 
Give Endleſs Thanks to God and ſay, | 

What Love was this in thee, | Þ 
That thou baſt not with-held thy Son, | 

T hine only Son from Me. F 

6. 

What were Ten Thouſand VVarles to him, 1 


Tiune Image and Delight, 

Had we been all caſt down to Hell, 
Juſtice had had its Right. 

Ihy Glory might have bcen diftrain'd, | 
Our Torments ſhould Expreſs | 

Thy Purenefs, Juſtice, Mightand Truth, 

And Everlaſtingnels. Thu 


to Almighty God. 


1 
: ” 
: 


'Thus, Lord thy dreadful Attributes, 
Man might have ſerv'd to prove : 

Thy Glorious Angels would have Sur g 
The Riches of thy Love. 

! VVould'ſt thou have ative V Vorſhippers, 
Befides the Angels Quire ? 

| Millions had Itlu'd at thy VVord, 
AS Sparks arife trom Fire, 

| 8. 

| Mans Room had quickly been Supply 'd, 

| For, Lord, at thy Command 

| A New Creation ſhould appear ; 
Thy Grace could make them ſtand. 

| Or would'it thou ſhew thy pity, Lord? 
Thou might it have looked then 

| Oa Fallen Angels, Fallen Stars, 


' 


| And not on Fallen Men, 
9. 

| Butfallen Angels muſt be left, 
And Fallen Men muſt rife, 

' For this the 5on of God mult Fall, 

| A Bloody Sacrifice. 

Thy Dcep and Glorious Councels, Lord, 

VVith Trembling I Adore. 

| Bleſſed, thrice bleſied be my God, 

' Bleiled for evermore. 


| 
| 


hu 


/ 
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XY. A Song of Praiſe for the Goſpel. 


I. 

Leſt be my God that I was Born, 
To hear the Joyful Sound ; 

1 uat | was Born ro be Baptiz'd, 
And Bred on Holy Ground. 

That I was Bred where God appears, 
In tokens of his Grace ; 

Tie Lines are Fallen unto me 
In a mott pleaſant place. 

2. 

I might have been a Pagan Bred, 
Or elſca Veiled Jew, 

Or Cheated with an Alcoras 
Among the Turkiſh Crew. 

Dumb Pictures might have been my Books, 
Dark Language my Devotion, 

And fo I might with blinded Eyes 
Have drunk a deadly Potion. 


SO in a Dungeon inks Night 
I might have Spent my days, 
But thou haſt ſent me Goſpel Light, 
To thine Eternal praiſe. : 
The Sun which roſe up in the Eaſt 
And crove rheir Shades away ; 
His Healing VVings have reac!}1d the VVe!t 
And tura'd our Night to Day. 


Friland 
C. : 


| 


| 


A_—_ —_ a 


=_ Mm 


| 
| 


| 


to Almighty God. 


4. 
England at fiſt'an Egypt was, 
Tons that proud Babels Save x 
At laſt a Canaan it became, 
And then my Birth it gave. 
Bleſt be my God that ] have flept 
The ditmal Night away, 
Being kept in Providence's V Vomb 
To E»gland's brighteſt Day. 


5. 
Bleſt be my God for what I ſce, 
My God for what hear ; 
I hear fuch bleſſed News from Heaven, 
Nor Farth nor Hell I fear. 
I hear-my Lord tor Me was born, 
My Lord for Me did dye ; 


' My Lord for me did Riſe again, 


And did Aſcend on High. 
6. 
On High he ſtands to plead my Cauſe, 


And will return again, 
And ſet Me on a Glorious Throne, 
Thatl with Him may Reign. 
Glory to God the Father be, 
Glory to God the Son : 
Glory to God the Holy Ghoſt : 
Glory to God Alone. 
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NVI. .4 Song of Praiſe for a Goſpel-Miniſtry. 


I. 
I Air are the Feet which bring the News 


Of Gladneſs unto Me ; 

{ What Happy Meſlengers are theſe, 
Which my bleſs'd Eyes do ſee ' 

Theſc are the Stars which God appoints 
For Guides unto my Eyes 3 

To lead me unto Bethlem-Town, 
Where my dear Saviour Lies. 


"a 
Theſe are my Gods Ambaſſadors, 
By whom his Mind I know, 
God's Angels in his lower Heay'n, 
God's 1rumpeters below. 
The Trumpet ſounds, the Dead ariſe, 
Which fell by Adam's Hand 1 
Again the Trumpet ſounds, and they 
Ser torth for Canaans Land. 


The Servants ſpeak, i= thou, Lord, doſt 
A hearing Ear beſtow : 

They {mite rhe Rock, but thou, my God, 
Doſt make the Waters flow. 

They fhoorthe Arrow, but thy Hand 
Dothdrrve the Arrow home. 

They call, but, Lord, thou doſt Compe!, 
And then thy Gueſts are come. 


Angels | 


to Almighty God. 


4 

Angels that flie, and Worms that creep, 
Are both alike to Thee. 

If thou mak'ſt Worms thine Angels,Lord, 
They bring my God to me. 

\s Sons of Thunder firſt they come, 
And I the Lightning fear 3 

But then they bring me to my Home, 
And Sons of Comfort are. 


9 
Lord, thou art in them of a Truth, 
That 1 might never ſtray ; 
The Clouds and Pillars march before, 
And ſhew me Canaans way. 
I bleſs my God, who is my Guide; 
I ſing 1n S7zons ways. 
When thall I fing on Sons Hill 
Thine Everlaſting Praiſe ? 


29 


XVII. A Song of Praiſe for Holy Baptiſm. 


I, 
Ord, what is Man,that Lump of Sin, 
Made up of Earth and Hell, 
Not fit to come withm the Camp 
Where Holy Angels dwell 2 
Man is a Leper from the Womb, - 
An Ethiopian born, 
A Traitor's Guyty Son and Heir, 
Worthy ot pain and ſcorn. 


And 


ZO Smgs of Praiſe 
% T. 
And doſi thou loak on ſuch a One ? 
Are not thine Eyes moſt pure 2 
Bur they arc Eves of Piry too, 
Where Griets do beg a Cure. 
Thus Leper is a Loathfum Sight, 
Bur Piry caſts an Eye, 
And bids him waſh in Forday's Streams, 
To Cure his Leprofie. 


o 


This F:hiopian Skin is chang d, 

__ And made as white as Snow. 

_ When Gipr in wonder- working Streams, 
VVhich from Chrift's Side did flow. 

As Aran (lept, and from his Side 
A Killing Eve aroſe : 

From my pierc'd Lord (that ſmitten Rock) 
A pure Lite-Fountain flows. 


Al what a Tainted wretch is Man! 
And ſo he mult have ſtood. 

But lo! an At of Sovereign Grace 
Reſtores hum to his Blood, 

Save me, my God ; for I am thine, 
Lord, own thy Seal to me. 

O waſh my Soul cill it be cleans'd 
And purifid for T hee. 


Jo 
Bleſt above Streams is Jordan's Flood, 
VVhich toucheth Canaen's Shore. 


FR 


ly! 


to Almighty God, Zi 


| Fl fing thy Praife in Fordan's Streams, 
In Canaan evermore. 


XVIII. A Song of Praiſe for the Lord's Supper. 
| I, 
Praiſe the Lord ! praiſe him, praiſe him, 
| Siog Praiſes to his Name. 
: O all ye Saints of Heav'n and Earth, 
| Extol and laud the fame. 
* VVho ſpared not his only Son, 
But gave Him for us all, 
And made Him drink the Cup of VVrath, 
! The VVormwood and the Gall. 
2. 
| Frail Nature ſhrunk, and did requeſt 
| That bitter Cup might paſs; 
| But he muſt drink it off, and this 
'. The Fathers pleaſure was. 
| Lo then I come to do thy Will, 
His bleſſed Son reply 'd, 
' Yielding Hunſelf ro God and Man, 
He ſtretch'd his Arms and dy'd. 
| ; 
He Dy'd indeed, bur Roſe again, 
And did Aſcend on high, 
' That we poor Sinners loſt and dead, 
Might Live Eternally, 
Good Lord, how many Souls 1n Hell, 
Doth Vengeance vex and tear, | 
VVere 
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Were it not for a Dying Chriſt, But 

Our Dwcliing had been there. | 

4. Ho! 

His Blood was ſhed inſtead of ours, \ 

His Soul our Hcll did bear, !Th) 

He took our Sin, gave us Himſelt, | (C 
What an Exchange is here ! | 

Whatever 1s not Hell it felt, Thi 

For me it is too good. + Þ 

But muſt we Eat the Fleſh of Chriſt - 11 hy 

And muſt we Drink his Blood 2? E 

Fe VV 

His Fleſh is Hcav'nly Food indeed, | £ 

His Blood is Drink Divine, Bur 

His Graces drop like Honey falls, * 
HisComforts taſte like Wine. | 

Sweet Chriſt, thou haſt refreſh'd our Souls, |Þble 

With thine abundant Grace ; \ 

For which we magnifie thy Name, VI 

Longing to ſee thy Face. 1 

6. | Cc 

VVhen ſhall our Souls mount up to Thee, LY 

Moſt Holy, Juſt and True, [fin 

To eat that Bread, and drink that V Vine, me 


VVhich 1s for ever New ? 
XIX. A Song of Praiſs.for the Lord's Day. | þ 


I. 
Y Lord, my Love was Crucified ; 
He ail the pains did bear: * F 
a 
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But in the Sweetneſs of his Reſt 
He makes Ius Servants ſhare. 
How ſwectly Reſt thy Saints above, 
VVhich in thy boſom lie ? 
Thy Church below doch Reſt 1n hope 
; Of that Felicity. 


| - 
Irhou, Lord, who daily Feed'ſt thy Sheep, 
| Mak'ſt them a weekly Feaſt. 
11 hy Flocks meet in their ſeveral Folds 
' Upon this Day of Reſt. 
VVelcom and dear unto my Soul, 
; Are theſe ſweet Feaſts of Love. 
But what a Sabbath ſhall keep, 
| VVhen I ſhall Reſt above ! 
[bleſs thy wiſe and wondrous Love, 
|} VVhich binds us to be Free : 
bVbich makes us leave our Earthly Snare, 
That we may come to Thee, 
| Come, I VVait, I Hear, I Pray, 
' Thy Footſteps, Lord, I trace. 
[ſing to think this is the way 
+ Unto my Saviours Face. 


4+ 
Theſe are my Preparation-days ; 
| And when my Saul is Dreſt, 
heſe Sabbaths thall deliver me 
To mine Eternal Reſt. 
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XX. Another. 


"A 
Leſt Day of God, moſt calm, moſt bright, 
The firſt and beſt of Days; | 
The Lab'roursReſt, the Saints delight, 
A day of Mirth and Praiſe. 
My Saviour's Face did make thee ſhine, 
His Riſing did thee raiſe. 
This made thee Heavenly and Divine, 
Beyond the common Days. 


2, 

The Firſt-fruits do a Bleſſing prove 
© Toall the Sheaves behind. 
And they that do a Sabbath love, 

An happy Weck ſhall find. 
My Lord on Thee his Name did fix ; 

Which makes Thee Rich and Gay; 
Amidſt his Golden Candleſticks 

My Saviour walks this day. 


3 
He walks in's Robes, his Face ſhines Bright :; 
The Stars are in his Hand. 


Out of his Mouth that place of Might, 
A Two edg'd Sword doth ſiand. 

Grac d with our Lord's Appearance thus ; 
As wel: as with his Name. 

Thou ray it demand Reſpe& from us 
Upon a doubleClaim, 


This| 


F: 
V 


It 
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4- 
| This day God doth his Veſſels broach ; 
His Conduits run with Wine, 
* | He that loves not this days approach, 
! Scorns Heaven and Saviours ſhine. 
| What Slaves are thoſe who Slav'ry chuſe, 
And Garlick for their Feaſt, 
Whilſt Milk and Honey they refuſe, 
And the Almighty's Reſt ? 


5. 
This Market-day doth Saints enrich, 
And ſmiles upon them all, - 
It is their Pextecoſt, on which | 
The Holy Ghoſt doth fall. 
O Day of Wonders | Mercies pawn, 
The weary Souls Recruit, 
The Chriſtians Goſher, Heavens Dawn, 
The Bud of Endleſs Fruit ! 
HY 6. 
Oh could I love as I have lov'd 
Thy Watches heretofore 
As England's Glory thou haſt prov'd, 
May it thou be ſo yet more. 
This day muſt I for God appear, 
For, Lord, the day is thine. 
! O let meſpend it in thy Fear ! 
| Then ſhall the day be mine. 


7+ 
Ceaſe Work and play throughout the day, 
That I to God may reſt. | 
D 2 Now 


Is 


| 


' 
\ 
| 
' 
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Now let me Talk wit!: God, and Walk 
With God, and ] am bleſt. 


. 


XXI. A Sorg of Praiſe for the Patience of God, | F 
| 


Me 
Lmighty God, how haſt thou born 
Wrongs not to be expreſt, 

Daring Rebellion, Injur'd Love, 

Light quenched in my Breaft! 
Man would be God, and down he fell, 

To teach him better Skill : 
Yet he litts up his bruiſed Bones 
Againſt his Maker till, 


k 

Lord, what a Monſter is baſe Man, 
Thus given to Rebel ! 

O that thou doſt not cleave the Earth, 
And ſend him quick to Hell ! 

His Sins for Wages loudly Cry, 
Juſtice with dreadful ſound 

Cries too, Cut down this fruitleſs Tree, 
Why cumbers it the Ground ? 


3. 
But God waves his Advantages 
Of Right and Vengeance too, 
And by his ſingle Patience 
Doth daring Man out-do. 
The Creature doth diſdain his God, 
By whom he is Maintain'd. 


Yet 


J 
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| Yet God Maintains this Rebel-worm, 
By whom he is diſdain'd, 


4. 
dd, | Fool, asknot where th'Almizhty is, 
| All Glory to Him give. 
Is not his Power iully prov < 
In ſuff'ring Thee to Live ? 
Was he nt God, he could not bear 
Such Weights as on Him lic ; 
Weak things are quickly ſet on Fire, 
And to their Weapons flie. 


5. 
| Why ſhould not Patience make me ſing, 
When Hell would make me roar ? 
Lord, let thy Patience end in Love, 
I'll ſing for evermore. 


XXII. 4 Song of Praiſe for Pardon of Six. 


I, 

Y God a God of Pardon is, 

His Boſom gives me Eaſe, 

I have not, do not pleaſe my God, 
{ Yet Mercy Him doth pleaſe. 

| My Sins aloud for Vengeance cal], 
But lo! a Fountain ſprings 

From Chriſt's pierc'd Side, which louder cries, 


And ſpeaketh better things. 


2. 
My Sins have reach'd up to the Heav'ns, 
t | But Mercies Height exceeds. God's 
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God's Mercy is above the Heav'ns, 


Above my iintul deeds, 
My Sins are many, like the Stars, 
Or Sands upon the Shore; x 


But yet the Mercies of my God | 
Are infinitely more. | 


My Sins in bigneſs do ariſe 
Like Mountains Great and Tall, 
But Mercy, like a mighty Sea, 
Covers theſe Mountains all. 
- This is a Sea that's Bottomleſs, 
A Sea without a Shore. 


For where Sin hath abounded much, . 
Mercy abounds much more. 
Manxaſſeh, Paal and Mazdalen, . 
Were pardon'd all by Thee. \ 
I read it, and believe it, Lord, A 
For thou haſt pardon'd Me. | 7 
When God ſhall ſearch the World for Sin, 
What trembling will be there 2 - 


O Rocks and Mountains cover us, 
Will be the Sinner's Prayer. 


$ 

Eutthe Lamb's Wrath they need not fear, 
Who once have felt his Love. 
And they that walk with God below, 

* Shall dwell with God above. * 

Rage, Earth and Hell, come Life, come Death, 
Yet ſtill my Song ſhall be, God 


| 
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| God was, and is, and will be good 
And merciful to Me. 


| XX III. 4 Song of Praiſe for Peace of (onſcrence, 


F 


I, 
| Y God, my reconciled Ged, 
| Creator of my Peace, 
| Thee will I love, and praiſe and ſing, 
Till Lite and Breath ſhall ceaſe. 
| My thoughts did rage, my Soul was toſt, 
Twas like a troubled Sea. 
But what a Mighty Voice is this 


Which winds and waves obey ! 


2, 
God ſpake the word, Peace and be ſtil, 
My Sins, thoſe Mutineers 
With ſpeed went off and took their flight. 
"Where now are all my fears? 


| The World can neither give nor take, 


Nor yet can underſtand 
That Peace of God, which Chriſt hath bought, 
And gives me with his Hand. 


This 1s my Saviour's "IM 
Confirm'd by his Deceaſe; 
Ye ſhall have Trouble in the World, 
In Me ye ſhall have Peace. 
And ſo it is; The World doth rage, 
But Peace in me doth Reign, 
D 4 And 


| 
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And whilſt my God maintains the Fort, [My 
Their Batt ries arc in vain. We 

4. 
The Burniog,Buſh was not conſum'd, 'Do 


VVhilſt God remained there : ] 
The Three, when Chriſt did make the Fourth, To 
Found Fire as weak as Air. 
So is my Mem'ry ſtuffd with Sins, Th 
Enough to make an Hell ; 
And yet my Conſcience is not ſcorch'd, 
For God in Me Joth dwell. 


It 1 


| 

| 

5- , | 

Where God doth dwell, ſure Heav'n is there, | 


I} 
And Singing there muſt be. 
Since, Lord, thy Preſence makes my Hcav'n, }Ar 
Whom ſhould 1 ſing but Thee ? 
My God, my reconciled God, Tl 
Creator of my Peace, 

Thee will I love, and praiſe, and ſing, 0] 
Till Lite and Breath ſhall ceaſe. : J 
XXIV. A Jong of Praiſe for Foy in the H. Ghoſt. |S1 

I, o 
Y Soul doth magnifie the Lord, | 
My Spirit corh rejoyce | 
4 God my Saviour, and my God, 
I hear his joyful Voice. VN 
need not go abroad for Joy, | 
' Who have a Feaſt at Home. 


My 
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My Sighs are turned into Songs. 
The Comforter is come. 
2, 
'Down from above the bleſſed Dove 
Is come into my Breaſt, 
, To witneſs God's Eternal Love 
' This is my Heav'nly Feaſt. 
This makes me Abba Fatber cry, 
With confidence of Soul, 
It makes me cry, my Lord, my God, 
And thar without controul, 


There is a Stream, which lflues forth 
From God's Eternal Throne, 

And from the Lamb ; a living Stream, 
Clear as the Cry {tal Stone ; 

This Stream doth water Paradiſe, 
It makes the Angels ting ; 

One Cordial drop revives my Heart, 

3 Hence all my Joys do ſpring. 


4. 
f. |Such Joys as are unſpeakable, 
And full of Glory too, 
'Such hidden Manna, hidden Pearls, 
| As worldlings do not know. 
Eye hath not fcen, nor Far hath heard, 
| From Fancy 'tis conceal'd, 
| Whar thou, Lord, haſt laid up for thine; 
| And haſt to me reveal'd, 


7 I ſee 
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I fee thy Face, ts Voice, 
I taſte thy ſweeteſt Love ; 

My Soul doth leap ; but-O for wings, 
The wings of N vah's Dove | 

Then ſhould I Flee far hence away, 
Leaving this world of Sin 

Then ſhould my Lord put forth his Hand, 
And kindly rake me 1n. 

6. 


Tnen ſhould my Soul with Angels Feaſt 
On Joys that always laſt ; 

Bleſt be my God, the God of Joy, 
Who gives Me here a Taſte. 


XXV. A Song of Praiſe for Grace. 


I. 
God of Grace, who haſt Reſtor'd 
Thine Image unto Me, 

Which by my Sins was quite defac'd, 
What ſhall I render Thee ? 

Thine Image and Inſcription, Lord, 
Upon my Heart I bear ; 

Thine own I render unto Thee, 
O God, my God moſt dear, 


2. 
My ſelf I owe Thee for my felf, 
Whom Thou didſt make of Earth. 
But Thou haſt made me o're again, 
Thou av'ſt a Second Birth. 


Twice 
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wice born, and twice endu'd with Life, 

I haſte tocome to Thee, 

o pay my Vows,my Thanks,my Heart, 
| With all Humility. 


O was I Born firſt from Beneath ! 
And then Born from Above ' 
Am 1 a Child of Manand God? 
O Rich and Endleſs Love ! 
/hen I had broke the Tables, Lord, 
New Tables thou didſt Hew, 
nd with thy Finger didſt Engrave 
Thy Laws on them anew. 


4. 

rth is my Mother, Earth my Nurſe, 
And Earth muſt be my Tomb. 
'et God, the God of Heav'n and Earth; 
My Father is become. | 

ell enter 'd Me, and into Hel! 

{ quickly ſhould have Run. 
ut O! kind Heav'n laid hold on Me; 
Heav'n is in Me begun. 


5. 
his Spark will riſe into a Flame, 
This Seed into a Tree 3 

ly Songs ſhail riſe, my Praiſes ſhall 
Loud Ha#elujabs be. 


| 


ak XXVI. 
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XXVI. A Song of Praiſe for Anſwer of Prayerſt co 


Ik 
Hat are the Heav'ns, O God of Heav'nf Ir 
Thou art more bright, more high. Chri 


Whar are bright Stars, and brighter Saints A 
To thy bright Majeſty ! His | 
Thou'rt far above the Songs of Heav n, Vi 


Sung by the Holy Ones. 
And doſt thou ſtoop and bor thine Ear 
To a poor Sinners groans | 


2, 

God minds the Language of my Heart, 
My Groans and Sighs he hears. 

He hath a Book for my Requeſt, 2 
A Bottle for my Tears. 

But did not my dear Saviour's Blood 
Firſt waſh away their Guilt, 

My Sighs would prove but empty Air, 
My Tears would all be ſpilt. 


Lord, thine Eternal Spirit was 
My Adyocate within ; 

But O! my Smoke joyn'd with thy Flame, 
My Prayer was mixt with Sin. 

But then Chriſt was my Altar, and 
My Advocate above. 

His Blood did clear my Prayer, and gain'd 
An Anſwer full of Love. 


It 


to Almighty God, A5 


4. 

yert could not be that thou ſhouldit hear 
| A Mortal ſinful Worm. 
Put that my Prayers preſented are 

In a more glerious Form, 
Chriſt's precious Hands took my Requeſts, 
And turn'd my Droſs to Gold ; 
His Blood put warmth into my Prayers, » 
| Which were by Nature. cold. 


, L 
Thou heard'ſt my Groans fo Teſus ſake; 
Whom thou doſt hear always. 
Lord, hear through that prevailing Name 
My Voice of Joy and Praiſe. 


XXVII. A Song of Praiſe for Deliverance 


from Enemies. 


I, 
Reat God, who doſt the World com- 
mand, 
Thou check'ſt both winds and waves. 
he Devils, which like Lions Roar, 
Are thine Enchained Slaves. 
he Sons of Rage are ſmoking Brands, 
And Idols fear'd in vain; 
ou Lord, the only, only God 
Their Fury doſt reſtrain. 


Thou, 
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Thou, Lord, didſt "= fierce E/au's Brow, 
And change his Murm ring Breath ; 
Thou gav it to him a Brothers Heart, 
Who vow'd his Brothers Death. 
Angels have Arm'd at thy Command ; 
And Stars have ſhot their Dart ; 
Nature hath fought ; and Miracles 
Have took thy _ part. 


Thee, Lord, who Qiil thy Church doſt love, 
All Creatures muſt obey. 
And when for Thine thou doſt ariſe, 
Their En'mies, where are they ? 
I cry d to Heav'n in my Diſtreſs ; ; 
I to my God did flee; | 
He with Compaſſion heard my Cry, 
He did Ariſe for Me. 


4. 
With humble Fear, and thankful Joy, 
Lord, at thy Feet I fall, 
Unfeignedly acknowledging, 
That Thou alone doſt all. 
Thou art all Pow'r, thou art all Love, 
And ſo thou artto Me. 
Bleſt be my God, now and henceforth, 
And to Eternity. 


XXVIII 
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XXVIII. A Song of Praiſe for Deliverance from 
WW, Spiritual Troubles. 


' 
That am drawn out of the Depth, 
Will ſing upon the Shore. 

I that in Hell's dark Suburbs lay, 
Pure Mercy will adore. 

The Terrours of the Living God, 
My Soul did fo affright, - 

I fear'd, leſt I ſhould be condemn'd 
To an Eternal Night. 


.Y 
Kind was the Pity of my Friends, 
But could not Eaſe my Smart ; 
Their words indeed did-reach my Caſe, 
| But could not reach my Heart. 
Ah, then what was this World to Me. 
To whom God's Word was dark ' 
Whoin my Dungeon coud not ice 
One Beam or tſhining Spark. 


What then were alf the Creatures Smiles, 
When the Creator trown'd ? 

My Days were Nights, my Life was Deatii, 
My Being was my Wound. 

Tortur'd and wrack'd with Hellith fears, 
VVhen God the Blow ſtould give, 
ine Eyes did fail, my Heart did fink, 
Then Mercy bid Me hve. 


II 


God's 
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God's Furnace Jotld in Sion ſtand, 
But $:0»'s God ſits by ; 
As the Refiner views his Gold 
With an obſervant Eye. 
God's Thoughts are high, his Love is wile, 
His Wounds a Cure intend, 
And tho' He doth not always ſmile, 
He loves unto the end. 


Thy Love is Ye. ro 1ts Line, 
Tho' Clouds oft come berween. 

O could my Faith bur pierce theſe Clouds, 
It might be always ſeen. 

But I am weak, and forc'd to cry, 
Take up my Soul to Thee 

Then as thou ever art the ſame, 
So ſhall I ever be. 

6. 

Then ſhall I ever, ever ſing, 
Whilit thou doft ever Shine. 

I have thine own dear Pledge for this, 
Lord, thou art ever mine. 


XXIX. 4 Jong of Praiſe for Deltuerance from 


Imminent Dangers of Death. 


I, 
Ord of m+ Tf: length ofmy Days, 
Thy : :-.cu'd me, 
Who lyir 0; of Neach 
Am: Has i 


My 


Fai 


| 


to Alnu hty God, 


My deareſt Friends I had refign'd 
Unto their Makers Care ; 

Me thought I only time had lett 
For a concluding Prayer. 

Me thoughts Death laid his Hand on me, 
And q1d his Pris'ner bind ; 

And by the ſound me thought I heard 
His Maſters Feet behind. 

Me thoughts I ſtood upon the Shore, 
And nothing could l ſee, 

But the Vaſt Ocean with my Eyes, 
A Vaſt Eternity. 


Me thoughts 1 bed the Midnight Cry, 
Behold tne Bridegroom comes. 

Me thoughts I was call d to the Bar, 
Where Souls receive their Dooms. 

The World was at an End to me, 
As if it all did Burn. 

But 1o! there came a Voice from Heav'n, 
Which order'd my Return. 


4. 
Lord, I return'd at thy Command ; 
What wilt thou have me do? 
O let me wholly live to Thee, 
To whom my Lite I ow ! 
Fain would I dedicate to Thce 
The Remnant of my Days. 


E 


47 


Lord, 


5 O Sonos of Praiſe 
Lord, with my Life renew my Heart, 
T hat both thy Name may prauſe. W 
XXX. A Sog of Praiſe for the Hope of Glory, 
'E | 
S9journ ina Vale of Tears. M 
Alas, how canl ſing! 
My Harp dothion the Wilious hang, Fo 
Diftun'd in every Scring, 
My Muſick is a Captives Ciains, 
Harſh Soun-'s my Ears do fll. (a1 
How ſhall 1 4; "S ſv. cet $:ons Song 
On this ſide Jos Hill > My 
Yet lo! I heara Joyful Sound, I h; 
* Surely I quickly come. | 
Each word much {weetnefs doth diftil, M) 
Like a full Honey-Comb. 
And doll thou come, my deareſt Lord 2 
And dolt thou furely come 2 0 
And dofſt thou ſorely quickly come ? l 
Me thinks I am at Home. h 
3 
Come then my dearcſt, deareſt Lord, Vic 
My ſweeteſt, ſfureſt Friend. | I 
Come, tor 1 loath theſe Hedar Tents, nc 
Thy Fiery Chariots fend. 1 
Vhat haveihere? my Thoughts and Joys 
Are ail pack d up and gone. The 
My Eager Soul would follow them L 


To thine Eternal Throne.) Whz 


to Alnaghty God. 


4. 

What have I in this Barren Land 2 

My Jeſus 1s not here. 

Mine Eyes will ne're be bleſt until 
My Jeſus doth appear. 

My Jeſus is gone up ro Heav'n, 
To get a Vlace for me. 

For 'tis bis Will that w here he 1s, 
There ſhould his Servants be. 


/or) 


5. 
(anaan I view from Piſgahs Top ; 
Of Canaans GrapesI taſte. 
My Lord who ſends unto me here, 
Will fend tor Me ar laſt. 
I have a God that changeth not; 
Why ſhould 1 be perplext 2 
My God that owns Me in this World, 
Will own Me 1n tlie ncxt. 
6. 
o fearleſs then, my Soul, with God, 
lato another Room, ? 
hou wao halt walked with him here, 
Go fee thy God art Home. 
/1ew Death with a believing Eye. 
It hath an Aogels Face. 
nd this kind Angel will prefer 
Thee to an Angels place. 


2. 
The Grave 1s but a Fining-Pot 

| Unto believing Eyes : 

E 2 For 
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For there thc Fleſh (hall loſe its droſs, 
And like the Sun thall rife. 

The world, which I have known too well 
Hath mock'd me with its Lies. 

How gladly could I leave belund 
Its vexing Vanities 2 


My deareſt Friends, thev dwell above, 
Them will 1 goto ſee, 

And ail my Friends in Chriſt below 
Will toon come atier me. 


Fear not the I rumps Earth rending Sound, 


Dread not the Day of Doom. 
For he that 15 to be thy Judge, 
Thy Saviour is become, 


Us 

Blefſt be my God that gives me Light, 
Who 1n the dark 1d grope. 

Bleſt be my God, the Gecd of Love, 
Who cauſeth me to hope. 

Kere's the words Signets,Comforts Staff, 
And here is Graces Chain. 

But thefe thy Pledges, Lord, I know 
My kopcs arenot in vain, 


XXXI. A Song of Fraziſes Collefted out of th 


Book of Plalms. 


I 


Þ34A 
I35.: 


0 


(Hi 
Praiſe the Lord, Praiſe Him, praff n 
i'xaiſc him with one accord. 
Pr; 


I 3 


- / 
g 
: 
: 
5 


th 


Hui 


to Almizhty Gad. 


Praiſe Him, Praiſe Him all ye that be 
The Servants of the Lord. 


L-, 6. Sing Praiſes to our God, ſing Praiſe, 
| Sing Praiſes to our King 
Fraiſ co the King ot all the Earth, 
With underſtanding ſing. * 
2. 
103.1, My Soul give Laud unto the Lord, 
My Spirit thall do the ſame, 
\nd all the Secrers of my Hearr, 
Praiſe ye his Holy Name, 
95.6. Come let us bow and praiſe the Lord, 
Betore Him let us fall, 
\nd kneel to him with one accord; 
For He hath made us all, 


J. 

7. He is theLord; He is our God, 
For us He doth provide. 

We are his Flock, he doth us feed, 


His Sheep, he doth us guide. 


118, 21, I will give Thanks unto the Lord, 
Becauſe he hath heard me, 

And is become moſt lovingly 
A Saviour unto me. 


4. 
13. The Lord is my Defence and Strength, 
My Joy, my Mirth, my Song ; 
He is become for me indced 


I 


Yr; 


— — — 


- A Saviour moſt ſtrong. 
/ E } Thou 


; 
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28. Thou art my God, I will confeſs, 


And render Thanks to Thee. 
Thou art my God, and 1 will praiſe 
Thy Mercy towarcs Me. 
* 5- 
29, Ogive ye Thanks unto the Lord! \ 
For gracious iS He ; 
2cauie his Mcrcy doth endure 
For ever towards Me. 
X&XlU. Another, 
I. 
PSAL. O render Thanks unto the Lojd, 
26, 6, How great a caule have I ! 
My Voice, my Prayer, and iny Complaint, 
That heard fo willingly? (ſiay'd, 
59-17. Thou art my Strength, thou haſt me 
O Lord, I fing to Thee. 
Thou art my Fort, my Fence and Aid, 
A Loving God to me. 
& 
73. 25. What thing is there that I can with 
But Thee in Heavy n above? 


And in the Earth there 1s nothing 
Likes Tee that I can love. 

36. 9. Fer way 2 the Well of Lite fo pure 
Dot! ever flow from Flee; 

And in ity Ligi we are fa'l ſure 

The laſting Light to i. 


BEI 


to Almighty God, oy 


27.15, My heart wank ſaint, but that in me 
This Hope is fixed faſt, 

The Lord God's good Grace ſha!l I ſee 
In Lite that ay {hall laſt. 

48. 13. For this God is our God, our God, 
For evermore is He. 

his God ot ours even unto Death 
Our Faithful Guide will Le. 


4. 
17.17. WhenlT awake, I ſhall behold 
In Righteouſneſs thy Face. 
And I thall be molt like tro Thee, 
Even 'ill:d with thy Grace 
16. 11. Full Joys are in thy Prefence, Lord, 
(A tweet and precious Store) 
My God, at thy Right Hand there are 
| Pleaſures for evermore. 


'# 

103. 21, Ye Angels which are great in Power, 
Praiſe Ye and bleſs the Lord, 
Which to obey and do his Will 
Immediately accord. 
22. Yea all his Works in every place 

Praiſe ye his Holy Name. 
My }Heart, my Mind, and all my Soul, 

For cycr praiſe the ſame. 


| FW XXXIUII. 
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And 

XXXIII. 4 Sorg of Praiſe Colefted from the! þ 
Doxologies in the Revelation ot St, John. 

'S 


> u 

Rev. O Him that lov'd us from Himſelf, Ant 
I. 5. And dy'd to do us good. | 

And waih'd us from our Scarlet Sins, (Th: 

In his own pureſt Blood. EH. 


6. And made us Kings and Prieſts to God [Pe 
His Father 1nfinite g 

To Him Eternal Glory be, 
And Everlaſting Might, 

5. 12. The Lamb is worthy that was ſlain, 
To have all Power and Wealth, 

All Honour, Glory, Wiſdom, Strength, | 
Thanks for his Saving Health, we 


13. Thanks, Honour, Glory, Power to Him 
That on the Throne doth fit ; 

And to the Lamb tor ever and 
For ever ſo be it, 


2, 
7.9. Thouſands of thouſands of the Saints 
Which ſtand betore their King, | 
With ſhining Robes, and ſpreading Palms \ ;__ 
Loud Ha/elujabs ſing. | 
10. Aſcribe Salvation to our God 
Who Sits upon the Throne, 


to Almighty God. 


And to the Lamb, the Glorious Lamb 
the! Aſcribe Salvation. 


1. 12. Amen, Amen, the Angels cry, 
Salvation is his due. 
» And we through all Eternity 
{ His Praiſes will Renew, 
(Thanks, Glory, Bletiing, Wiſdom, Might, 
! Honour and Fower then 
e to our God for evermorc, 
For evermore, Amen, 


[I 


_ Th 


The $12 of Songs which is Solomons, firlt}. 
Turned, then Paraphraſed in Eng/iſh Verſe. |” - 


—Lik 


The VERSION. 


CHAP. 1 | 


V. 1. The Song which doth all Songs excel, M 
Wri:ten by Solomon, . 
The wiſeſt King of Iſrael, Su, 
And Bleſſed David's Soy. | | 


16. 


[ Dialogue. ] | 
The Church to Ghrift. 


2, Ome near, come nearer yet and move 
Thy ſweeteſt Lips to mine. 'W 

For why? thy Love (who art all Love) 
Exceeds the Richeſt Wine. k 


2. Like to an Ointment poured out 
Is thy ſweet Name and Favour; 

Glzd Virgins compaſs Thee about 
For thy good Ointments favour. 


| 

5- O draw me with thy Cords of Love! | 
We will run after Thee. | 
| 

: 


The King into his Rooms above 
H:ti now Conducted me. 
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Thy Beams will make our Faces ſhine, 

In Thee we will rejoyce; 

—JThy Love is more to us than Wine, 

lf Thou art the Uprights Choice. 

T 5. Ye Daughters of Feruſalem, 

| Tho' 1 am Black, yet Fair ; 

——Like Kedars Tents, like Ornaments 
Which Solomons Bed doth wear. 


6. Lock not with a diſcaintul Eye 

Upon my Sun-burat Face. 

My Mothers Childrenrag'd at me, 
And wrought me much diſgrace. 

Such was their Envy, fuch their Grudge, 
Their Vines mult be inſpected, 

Whilſt at their Vines I was their Drudge, 
Mine own were quite negected. 

7. But, O Thou whom my Sol doth Love ! 
Tell me now from thy Breaſt, 

Where teeds thy Flock ; where doth itmove? _ 

* Where 1s its Noon-Tyde Reſt - 

Why ſhould I ſtray and loſe my way, 
Till I. at laſt do Fall 

Among thy Fellows Flocks, as tiey 

| I hemſelves do proudly call 


Chriſt, 

8. O Faireſt Fair! then go and Trace 
The Footſteps of my Sheep, 

And feed my Kids beſide the Place 

\ Where my good Shepherd keep. 


hy; 9. My 


, 


| 


\ 
60 The Some of Sonos 


g. My Love, I have compared Thee 
To thoſe Egyptian Mares 

Which in King Phar:ohs Charts flee, 
O Faireſt of all Fairs / 

10. Thy Cheeks are comely to behold, 
Which Rows of Fewels deck. 

Large Chains of pure and ſhining Gold, 
Adorn thy Royal Neck, 

11. I and my Father, we will make 
Borders of Gold for Thee, 

With Silver Stu; for thy dear ſake, 
That thou m:y/t Richer be. 

The Church. 

- 12, The King doth at his Table Sit, 
And I chat love Him well 

Do pour my Spikenard on his Feet, 
VVhich gives a fragrant fell. 

13. My VVelbeloved is to Me 
A Pomander of Myrrh; 


Betwixt my Breaſts all Night ſhall He 


Be Lodg'd and never ſtir. 
14. My VVelbeloved is to Mc 
Like Aromatick VVines ; 
| Like Cluſters of the Camphire Tree, 
Among FEngedd! Vines, 
Chriſt. 
15. Lo, thou art Fair, my only Love, 
My Love, lo, thou art Fair. 


which is Solomons. 
Thou art my Love, thou art my Dove, 
Doves Eyes in Thee appear. 
The Church. 
16. Nay, my Beloved, Thou art Fair. 
My Fairneſs 15 from Thee. 


* And thou art ſweet beyond compare, 


| 
' 
- 


VVhat a green Bed have we ! 


17. The Beams are Cedars where we dwell, 
So ſtrong they will not ſtir. 
The Ratters ſend a pleaſant ſmell, 
For they arc made of Fir. 
The Paraphraſe. 
C HAP. I. 
1+ Now will I ſing of Chriſt the King, 
And of his Church the Queen 
The Song of Songs to them belongs, 
Il here their pure Flames are ſeen. 


[_ Dialogue.) 
The Church to Chriſt. 


2. | ET my dear Saviours Love appear 
By ſome alluring Sign. 

Thou, Lord, my fainting Soul doſt chear, 
When thou ſay'ſt, I am thine. 

Ler others on their Dainties feed, 
And drink the richeſt Wine ; 

My Feaſt doth all their Feaſts exceed, 
When thou fay'ſt, I am thine. 
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:. Thy Word which ſounds thy mighty Fame, 
And how good thou haſt been, 

Doth ſo revive, that for the ſame 
Souls love Thee, tho' unſeen 3 

Souls of an Hcav'nly make and frame, 
The Joytul Heirs of Grace, 

Do rait ſuch Sweetneſs in thy Name, 
Taey long to ſee thy Face. 


4 Fain would I, but I cannot move; 
Sin hath Enfeebled me. 

O draw me with the Cords of Love! 
I will Run atter Thee, 

Thou hear'it, thou draw ſt, I come, I come, 
Thy Love (my God) is ſweet. 
Thy Preſence- Chamber is the Room 
Where Souls and Joys do meet. 

Our Earthly Pleaſures we forget, 
To think upon thy Love. 

All upright Souls their Minds do ſct 
Oa Thee, my Lord, above. 


5. Tho'l to Strangers black do ſeem, 
And under Foot am trod, 

Yet am [ Fair in Heav'ns eſteem, 
I am the Houſe of God. 


6, Odo not ſcorn my outward ſtate ! 
Ye know not what's within. 

Whom God doth love, how dare ye hate ? 
My Saviour hides my Sin. 

Profeſt Church-Members ſhould have brought 
Some Comfort to my Mind g But 


Th 


v 


IM 
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Mine Eyes are on thy Heart, 


| 


ut 
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But did they Treat me as they ought, 
Alas! they prov'd unkind; 

Their Anger did my words controul, 
They Bow'd me to their Will, 

And ſo my own immortal Soul 
Declin'd and Fared ll. 


7. Piry my tempted ſtate, O Lord ! 
Whom {till I do adore. 
O bring Me home by thy good Word ! 
My bleſſed Soul Reſtore. 
Since, Lord, thy Mercy ſtill abides, 
Shall I be loſt among 
Falſe Flocks, falſe Do@trines, and falſe Guides, 
Which do thine Honour wrong ? 


Chriſt. 
8, My Church, to Me the World s drofs, 
And thou a Pearl of Price, 
And art thou Strayd and at a Loſs ? 
Attend to my Advice. 
Look back upon my Church of old, 
And mark which way they went ; 
And let thy Childrens Eyes behold 
The Paſtors 1 have ſent. 


9. As Pharaohs Horſes (Egypts Pride) 
Is deem'd the Choiceſt Breed ; 

So thou my Charch, my Faireſt Bride, 
All Fair Ones doſt exceed. 


10. Mans Fyes the outward ſtate behold, 
Whilſt 
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Whilſt others ſhine with Pearl and Gold, 
Through Grace tou lovely art. 


Il. My Soul that loves Thee ts ſo glad 
Thy Stock of Gr ace to ſee, 

T and my Father, w? will add 
A new ſupply to Thee. 

The Church, 

12. My King doth Sit in Heav'n above, 
Where Angels do attend 

And from below, my Faith and Love 
Shall tro my King aſcend. 


13. My Faith aicends unto my Lord, 
And brings him down to Ms. 

My Love a Boſom doth afford, 
Where He ſhall lodged be. 

O the ſweet time, as it 1 was 
Reigning in Heav'n above ; 

When once my Soul doth Chriſt embrace 
In Arms of Faith-and Love ! 

14. It is fo ſweet, when we do meer, 
My Joys in Chriſt exceed 

The ſweeteſt Smells, and Taſis, and Sighs ; 
Which can our S-nſes tced. 


(Chriſt, 
15. My Deareſ? Church, 1 do admire 
The Beauties of thy Mind, 
So Meek, ſo Harmleſs, ſo Entire, 
So Faithful, and ſo Find. 
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The Church, 
16. My deareſt Lord, thou art the Sun, 
By whoſe bright Beams I ſhine. 
And then my Glory firſt begun, 
When thou becameſt mine, 
Since thou art mine, and I am thine, 
A Num'rous Race-doth flow 
In every place, which to thy Grace 
Their Birth and Being owe. 


17. The dear Aſſemblies of thy Saints, 
Where thou my Lord doſt dwell, 

Are ſweet and pure, and ſhall endure 
Againſt the Gates of Hell. 


The VERSION. 
CHAP. II. Chrift. 


i, | Am the Roſe of Sharon-Field, 
I am the Lilly White, 

The Lilly, which the Valleys yields, 

| Tam both ſweet and bright. 


2, What are Thorns in th' Account of Men 
Kkz> the Lilly bright ! 

hat are the Faireſt Daughters, whew 
My Love appears in fight ? 


The Church. 
3. What are the common Trees o th'V Vood 
Uato the Apple Tree 2 
Vhat is the Rich and Nobleſt Blood, 
My lovely Lord, to T hee? 
F 


Tis I ſate 
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I fate Rejoycing in Times paſt 
Under his cooling Shade. 

His Fruit was ſweet unto my Taſt, 
O what a Feaſt I made ! 


4. Unto his Cellars ſtor'd with Wines, | 


He caus'd Me to remove. 
Over my head abroad he ſpread 
1 ne Banner of his Love. 


5. Give Flagens for a Cordial, 
Bring Apples Me to chear. 
For 1 am ſick, I faint, I fall, 
I languith for my Dear. 


6. His Left hand underneath my head, 
For my Support is plac'd. 

His Right hand over me 1s ſpread, 
And thus I am Embrac'd. , 


7 O Salems Daughters, you ] charge, 
Both by the Roe and Hind, 

Ye donot move nor ſtir my Love, 
Until it be his mind. 

8. My Welbeloved's Voice of Joy, 
My Heart with Comfort fills. 


He comes Leaping on Mountains high, 


And Skipping on the Hills, 

9. My Welbeloved comes in haſt, 
T ike a ſwitt tooted Roe. 

Nay, my Beloved flics ſo faſt, 
Ycurg Hart did never fo. 
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Behind our Wall, lo! he doth ſtand, 
He's at our windows ſeen. 

He ſhews himſelf ſonear at hand, 
There's but a Grate between, 


10. I gladly heard his gracious Tone, 
VVho thus tome did ſay, 

Riſe up, my Love, my Faireſt One, 

Make haſte and come away. 


11. The Seaſon of the Year invites, 

The VVinter's gone and paſt. 
Behold a Spring ot new Delights ! 
No Rain, no Stormy Blalt. 


12. The Flowers upon the Earth appear; 
The Birds begin to ſing ; 

The People of our Land do hear 

The Turtles murmuring, 


13. Green Figs upon their Trees are grown, 
Young Grapes their Smells diſplay. 

Riſe up, my Love, my Faireſt One, 

Make haſte and come away. 


14. O my Fair Dove, whoſe Fairneſs dwells 
In Dark Obſcurity, 

In cloven Rocks, and ſecret Cells, 

Come, ſhew thy ſelf to me. 

let thy Face to me appear, 

Let thy Voice anſwer mine, 

Thy Voice is Muſick in mine Ear, 

Thy Countenance doth ſhine. 


F 2 Cateh 
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15, Catch us the Foxes in a Toyl, 
The little Foxes catch, 

For they our Fruitful Vines do ſpoil, 
Their tender Grapes they ſnatch. 


16. My Welbeloved, he is mine, 
And I am his indeed. 

In Paſtures, which with Lillies ſhine, 
He makes his Flock to feed. 


15, Till the day break, and Shades depart 
Beloved, haſte to me 

Even as the Roe and tender Hart 
On Bether-Mountains flec. 


The Paraphraſe. 
CHAP. I. Chrif. 


1. 6 "ch is the power of my ſweet Love, 
My Church it ſweeteneth. 

It jweetens Earth and Hearn above. 
It ſweetens Life and Death. 

Such is the Beauty of my Face, 
'Tis with ſuch Glories Crown'd, 

That Solomon's Glory muſt give place 
To mhat ſhines me —_ 

As Lillies in the Valleys grow, 
So I the Palleys own. 

The Humtle are my Heav'n below, 
The Lowly are my Throne. 


| Which is Solomons, 
' 2, No comely Perſons can 1 ſee, 


But whom my Grace adorns, 
| My Church a Lilly is to me, 
And all the Reſt are Thorns, 


The Church, 


2, None but a Jeſus, none but He | 
He is the Chicteſt good. 

My Jeſus is an Apple-Tree, 

| And others Barren Wood. 

"He is a Shadow from the Heat 

| Of Conſcience, Wrath and Hell. 

He is true Manna, Heav 'nly Mear, 
Which feeds his /ſrae/. 

The Shadow of his Sacraments 
Hath been exceeding good. 

Under that Shade a Feaſt I made 
Upon his Fleſh and Blood. 


4. My Chriſt is like a Cellar Stor'd 

With ſweet and precious Wine. 

What Sweetneſs found I in my Lord, 

When he faid, I am thine ! 

| As Souldiers to their Colours ſtand, 
And after them do move ; 

So doth my deareſt Lord command, 
And draw me by his Love. 

5. Nothing but Glory can ſuffice 
The Appetite of Grace. 

I long for Chriſt with Reſtleſs Eyes, 
I languiſh for his Face, 

F 3 
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O take me up, or let me Sup 
On Promiſes Divine, 

Thoſe Apples from the Tree of Life, 
Thoſe Flagons full of VVine. 


6. How am ] Born, whilſt ſick of Love, 
Ia thoſe bleſt Hands of his ? 

His Leit my Souls Support doth prove, 
His Right my Comtorrt is. 


7- And whilſt his Love doth meenflame, 
Hear what a Charge give, 

All ye that own his Sacred Name, 
Do nor his Spirit grieve. 

He is all Love, he is my Love, 
O do not him abule ! 

Do nor again pur him to pain, 
Dear Chriltians, turn not Jews. 

Lord, leave us not; yet it thou wilt, 
VVith Tears we'll own thy Right, 

But a Departure forc'd by Guilt 
Makes a Tempeſtuous- Night. 


8. My deareſt Saviours Voice I hear, 
He comes on my account, 

Nothing can ſtop his full Career, 
No, not Corruptions Mount. 


9. My Lord makes haſte from Heav'n to Earth 


And he himſelf preſents, 
To Men of a polluted Birth, 
By VVord and Sacraments. 
Tho”, like a VVall, our frail Eſtate 
Prevents a pertect Sight, 


Yey 
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Yet thro' his Ordinances Grate Z i 5 
Dart in ſore Beams of Light. I” = 
4 


10. My Lord to me did thus begin, 
Ariſe, my Love, and flee 

From V Vorld, Fleth, Satan, Self and Sin, 
O come away to me ! - 


1:, Time was, when thou waſt cold and dead, 
An Heir of VVrath thou waſt, 

And Vengeance-Storms hung o're thy Head, 
But thoſe ſad days arc pait. 

12, The Flowers of Grace begin to ſpring 
In Thee ſo hopefully ; 

That all the Heav'nly Quire doth ſing 

| Glory to God on High. 


13, My Church, thou art my tender Plant, 
My Dews have nouriſh'd Thee, 

Now thou art mine, now thou muſt grant, 
Thy Fruir, thy Selt to Me. 


14. My heartleſs Dove, wity doſt thou faint 
And hide thy felt trona me ? 

Thou know '(t not how 1 love a Saint, 
How welcom thou ſhould'it be. 

Come, come, before thy Lord appear, 

ch] Thy Perſon joys my Sight. 

Let me thy Prayers and Praiſes hear, 
"Thy Voice is my delight. 

15. Ye Men of God, whoſe Charge it 1s 


In God's Courts to attend, 
(eq F 4 , Refſtrain 
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Reftrain thoſe Enemies of his 
Which do his Church offend. 


116, Mine through my Faith is my dearT ord, 
His through his Love am I. 

He feeds his People with his Word, 
Which taſts moſt pleaſantly. 


17. He feeds them with his Word of Grace, 
Till Glories Day appears. 

Which all the Shades away ſhall chaſe 
Of Sins, and Griefs, and Fears. 

Come Love, come Lord, come that long Day, 
My only ExpeCtation. 

Shovel theſe Days out of the way, 
Theſe Hills of Separation. 


The VERSION. 
CHAP. Il. The Chr:rch. 


z. IM whom my Souldoth love, ſought 
By Nigit upon my Bed, 
\ I fought him, but 1 found him not. 
My Souls Delight was fled. 
2. Aut flug I here? PIl now ariſe 
And go about the Town : 
II ſear<h the Streets and broader Ways, 
Until I ind my own. 
Up did I get; and out I went, 
My Deareſt to regain: 
But when Ihad my Labour ſpent, 
Alas! it was 1n vain. 


The 


W, 


It 
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2, The City-watch did light on me, 
Of whom I did enquire, 
In any Street, pray, Did ye ſee 
The Man, whom I admire 2 
4. Twas but a little while that I 
Had from the Watch-men palſs'd, 
But I did find my only Joy, 
And then I held him faſt ; 
held, and would not let him go, 
Till T had brought him home, 
Into my Mothers Houſe, and fo 
Into my Native Room. 


5. O Salems Daughters, you I charge 
Both by the Roc and Hind. 

Ye do not move, nor 'wake my Love, 
Until it be his Mind. 


The Daughters of Jeruſalem. 
6. IWtat ſmoaky Pillar ſtrait from hence 
Out of that Deſart ſes, 
Perfum'd with Myrrh aud Frankincenſe 
And all the Merchants Spices ? 

The Church. 


7. Such Ornaments his Bed do grace, 
As Solomons Bed commend; 

Where threeſcore Men of I/rae/s Race, 
His valiant Guards attend. 


8. They all hold Swords couragiouſly, 


1hey all know how to Fight 


Fach 
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Each hath his Sword upon his Thigh, 
Becauſe of Fear 1'th'Night. 


The Chariot ct King So/omon, 
* V'Vhich for himſelf he made, 
VVas of the V Vool of Lebanon, 

VVhich Silver Pillars had. 


10. Gold was the bottom, and above 
Rich Purple cover'd it ; 

The midſt whereof was pav'd with Love, 
For Salems Daughters Fit. 


I 1. Look, Virgins, on King S9/omen, 
His Crown 1o Rich, ſo Gay, 


VVherewith his Mother Crown'd him on - 


His Joytul Marriage-day. 
| The Paraphraſe. 
CHAP. II. The Church. 


I. Nee did I ſeek my deareſt Lord, 
But with a ſl:epy Mind; 
His rreſence he did not afford ; 
Slack S:ckers cannot find. 


2. S1all I, ſaid I faid, forego my Chriſt, 
And fo cloſe up mine Ey es ? 

No, no, he was fo dearly miſt, 
| could not but ariſe. 

My Bed was Thorns, no Bed for me, 
Nothing could give me reſt, 

Till I my deareſt Lord might ſee, 

And lean upon his Brealt : 
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Pte publick Him I ſought, 
| waited till my Eyes did fail, 
Alas! I tound Him nct. 


| Of whom 1 did enquue, 

Pray, can ye help my troubled Mind, 
Which doth a Chriſt defire ? 

O happy Stars, if ye might be 
My Guides to Jeſus now ! 

Seers, did ye my Saviour ſce 2 
Pray tell me where and how. 

Means muſt he us'd, but cannot heal 
Without a Soveraign word. 

Chriſt only can himſelf reveal : 
And ſtill I lack 'd my Lord. 


4 One dark Hour more 1 did ſuſtain, 
And then the Night was paſt. 

Tho' I had ſought fo long in vain, 
I tound my Lord at laſt. 

I tound my Lord and held Him faſt, 
And would not let Him part. 

My New-found Jeſus 1 embrac'd, 
And Lodg'd Him in my Heart. 

I would not loſe my Chriſt again, 

And gain a Second Hell. 


Within my Soul to dwell. 


His Beams thro' me did ſhine. 


hen private means could not prevan|, 


, God's holy Watchmen did Me find, 


My Prayers and Tears did him conſtrain 


As Clouds are pierc'd with powerful light, 


- 
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His 
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His dear Aſſemblies ſaw this Sight, 
And joy'd that Chriſt was mine. 


5. Chriſt's Love my Heart doth ſo inflame, 


This Charge I needs muſt give. 
All ye that own his Sacred Nare, 
Do not his Spirit grieve. 
He is all Love, he is my Love, 
O do not Him abuſe ! 

Do not again put Him to pain. 
Dear Chriſtians, turn not Jews. 
Lord, leave us not; yet if thou wilt 

With Tears we'll own thy Right ; 
But a Departure forc'd by Guilr, 
Makes a Tempeſtuous Night. 


Weak Believers. 


6. What Heav'nly Souls from Earth ariſe, 
And do at Heawv's aſpire /! 

They mount, they ſoar, they fix their Eyes 
OnGod their Chief Defire. 

Earths Wilderneſs they nobly ſcorn, 
Whilſt others Rake for tt. 

Heav'ns Graces them do ſo Adory, 
That they for Heav'n are fit. 


The Charch. 


7. Admire not Me, but my dear Lord, 
Whoſe Boſom gives me Reſt. 

Whoſe Angels watch with one accord, 
That none ſhould mie moleſt. 


Theſe 


eſe 
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$8. Theſe Heav'nly Guards are full of might, 
And ready do they ſtand, 

For to defend his Churches Right, 
When he ſhall them command. 

When Darkneſs breeds tormenting Fear, 
Then Help comes from on High : 

A ſtrengthning Angel doth appear 
Amidſt that Agony: 


9. Heav'n is the High and Glorious Throne, 
Of my moſt Glorious Lord. 

Who yet on Earth Rides up and down 
I'th' Chariot of his Word. 


10, His Word is rich, and ſtrong, and pure, 
As all his Saints do prove ; 

Who of its true Intent are ſure, 
And find, it's Heart is Love. 


11. Go ye that own the Higheſt Name, 
Behold a Glorious Shew, 

How the Almighty ſpreads his Fame, 
And what his Word can do. 

This mighty King Rides Conquering, 
His Word goes forth with Might ; 

Which wooes and wins the Slaves of Sin, 
Both by its Force and Light. 

Thoſe Slaves their Helliſh Lords forſfake, 
And Chriſt do humbly own, 

And as his Spouſe, he them doth take, 
And wears them as his Crown. 

Great was their Need ; greater his Love 
Than their Neceſſity, As 
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As well they may, glad do Aida prove, 


But not ſo glad as He. 
The VERSION. 
CHAP. IV. Chriſt. 


I, O, thou art Fair, my only Love, 
My Love, lo ! thou art Fair, 
Thine Eyes are like thoſe of the Dove, 
Wiibin th 'y Locks of Hair. 
Thy Hairy Locks are like Goats Flocks, 
Which from Mount Gilead look. 


2. So are thy Teeth like well-ſhorn Sheep, 
C ome from the afhing- Brook 3 

They Pr eenant are as well as Farr, 
For Fruit as well as View. 

For each of them her Twins doth bear, 
There's not cue garren Ewe. 


2. Thy Lips ave like a Scarlet-Thread, 
Thy Speech is ſweet and fine ; 

Within thy Locks thy Temples Red 
Like brote Pomgranate ſhine. 

4. Thy Neck is like to David's Tower, 
Strong built, and raiſed high. 

A thouſand Shields for Men of Power 
Hang in that Armory. 


' Thy (wo Bre aſts are like two young Roes 


We1l ſhap's, and well agreed. 
For they are loving Twins, and thoſe 
Among the Lilbies feed, 


Until © 
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6. UVatil the Day have chas'd away 
The Dus ky Shades, 1 will 

Betake me to the Mount of Myrrh, 
And to the Incenſe- Hill, 


7. All over fair, my Love, thou art, 
And ſo thou ſcem'ſt to me. 
There is not one uucomly Part, 


Not one dark Spot in Thee, 


8. Come, Love, with ime from Lebanon, 
From Lebanon with me, 

Since Thou and |] are joyn'd in One, 
Thy Lebanon 1! be. 

From Shenirs Top, from Hermon look, 

| And from Amana high, 

Thoſe Lions Dens muſt be forſoot, 
And where the Leopards lie. 

9. My Specuſe, my Siſter, thou haſt Gain 4 
A perfeit Vittory 

Over my Fleart by thy bright Chain, 
And by thy Brizhter Eye. 


10. Zow fair and pleaſant is thy Love, 
My deareſt Spouſe to Me / 
0 how I prize it far above 
The Richeſt Wines that be / 
0 how my Siſters Ointments ſmell, 
What Sweetneſs do they yield ! 
This pleaſant Scent doth far Excel 
The Sweet Arabian Feld. 


It. Thy Lips drop like the Honey Comb, 
- There Milk with Honey Flows. 
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T ſm41 the Smells of Lebanon, from 
The Garments of my Spouſe. 
12. My Siſter and my Spouſe i Veil d, 
That She may be ſuppos'd. 
A Spring ſhut up, a Fountain ſeal'd, 
A Garden well enclos'd. 
13. Thou haſt a pleaſant Nurſery, 
Where ſweet Pomegranate grow, 
And Fruits which pleaſe both Taft and Eye, 
There too the Spices flow. 


I4. As Gamphire, Spikenard, Calamus, 
Saffron and Cynamon, 

Myrrh, Aloes and Incenſe Trees, 
With each Spice of Renown, 


15. A Garden: Fountain is my Love, 
A Living Well is She ; 

Like Lebanons Streams which ſwifgly move, 
And down to Jordan flee, 


The Church. 


I6. Am I s Garden ? Then, O North, 
Awake, and on it Breathe. 

Thy quickening Breath will ſummon forth 
The Odours trom Beneath. 

Am I a Garden 2 Then, O South, 
Come, on this Garden blow ! 

One Soveraign Blati out of thy Mouth 
Will make its Spices flow. 

Then, then, into his Paradile, 

Let my Beloved come, 


a" 


$ 
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And eat his Fruits, and get his Spice, 
And count Himſelt at Home. 


The Paraphraſc. 
CHAP. IV. Chrift. 


I. 1] Deareſt Church, I do admire 
The Beauties of thy Mind, 
So Meek, ſo Harmleſs, ſo Entire, 
So Loyal and ſo Kind, 
Ev 'n thy Profeſſron I efteem, 
Becauſe it ſprings from Grace, 
Which makes Thee yet more comely ſeem, 
As Hair adorns the Face. 


2. Thy Paſtors which prepare thy Food, 
Do in their Minds agyee ; 

Their Lives and Doftrmes both are good, 
And bring much Fruit to me, 


3. Thy Speech ſo ſeaſon'd 1s with Grace, 
That many Hearts it moves. 

And Graces Colour in thy Face 
Its great advantage proves. 


4. Thy Faith which joyns Thee to thy Head, 
Doth ſhield thine inward parts. 

This Shield hath oft extinguiſhed 
The Devil's Fiery Darts. 


5. The two Breaſts of thy Teſtaments 
Moſt friendly do accord ; 

Which Nouriſhment and ſweet Content 

And To new Born Babes =_ 


The 
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The Cries of a Diſtreſſed Soul, 
7heſe Breaſts of Comfort ſtill. 


Theſe Breaſts make glad whom Sin makes ſad, 


Theſe Breaſts the Hungry Fill. 


6. The Word is here the Churches Fare, 
And Faith the Churches Light, 

Till Shades give way to Glories Day, 
Then ſhall She Ive by Sight ; 

Mean-while my Gracious Preſence ſhall 
Her Dear Aſſemblies fill; 

Eler Prayers ſhall be moſt ſweet tome, 
Sweet as the Incenſe-Hill. 

Mean-while my Glorious Preſance ſhall 
Fill Heaw'n, that Holy Ground, 

Where Gherubims and Seraphims 
Their Hallelujahs ſound. 


7. My Deareſt Church, how clear art thou, 
On whom 10 Sin remains / 

My Blood apply'd hath purify'd 
Thee from thy Guilts and Stains. 

Thou art to Me as white as Snow, 
And tho' thou fineſt ſtill, 

Grace keeps Thee in, thou canſt not fin 
With full Conſent of Will. 


8. Let my hair Glories Thee intice 
To come along with Me. 

For ſake thine Earthly Paradiſe, 
Thy Paradiſe I'll be. 


Birth, Pleaſures, Riches, Friends and Fame, 


Are all ſumm 'd up in Me, 
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D that thou knew'ſt how good IT am / 
Come now and taſt aud ſee. 

The World's an howling Wilderneſs, 

Filld with the Beaſts of 'Prey. 

hulft that they Rage, Roar and Oppreſs, 

On Canaan fix thine Eye. 


6, My heav'n born Spoaſe, whom I embrace, 
My Joy and (rown thou art ; 

Thine Eye of Faith, thy Chain of Grace 
Have overcome my Heart, 

10. My Deareſt Sponſe of heav'nly Birth, 

Love 3s more to Me 

Than all the Pleaſures of the Earth, 

And ſweet thy Graces be. 


1, Thy Speeches in thy Heart are bred, 
And ſweetly do they flow. 

by Works do ſuch a Savour ſpread, 
As Lebanons Spices do. 


iz. Diſgniſed to the VVorld thougo'ſt ; 
Heav'n in a Myſtery. 

lo Me thou Rurn'ſt, to Me thou Flow'ſt. 

None knows thy worth but T. 

s thou art mine, ſo I am thine. 

My Love doth guard thy Heart. 

by Heart's with Me,my Love's with Thee, 

My Church, how ſafe thou art ! © 


3, 14. My Cburch, thou art a Paradiſe, 
VFVhere Fuits and _-_—_ grow. 
p) 
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Fair are thy Pruits, and from thy Spice 
Thy ſweeteſt Odours flow. | 

Thy tender Plants thy Children are, 
Their Graces Fruits and Spice ; 

I am the Tree of Life in Thee, 
My Ghurch, my Paradiſe. 


15. Thou art a Spring, which to thy Plants 
Doſt thy pare Streams derive : 

Under thine Eye and Miniſtry 
Thy Bleſt Aſſemblies thrive. 


The Church. 


16. My Lord, if I Garden am, 
Then let thy Spirit blow, 

And with its Gales refreſh the ſame, 
And make my Graces flow, 

And when thy Spirit thus hath blown, 
And I do flouriſh moſt, 

Then let my Deareſt Lord come down, 
And fced upon his Coſt. 

So poor I am, ſogreat thou art, 
Thee, Lord, how can I Feaſt ? 

Furniſh the Table of my Heart, 
Then come and be my Guelt. 


The VERSION. 


CHAP. V. Chriſt. 


1. WM come into my Paradiſe, 
My Sifter and my Spouſe, 

Foe gather d of my Myrrh and Spice 

Which in my Garden grows. 
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ſy Honey-Gomb and Honey too 
Have been my ſweet Kepaſt. 
ly Wine, my Milk which hers do flow, 
Have chear'd my Heart and Taft. 
ly Friends and dear Companions, 
Come, Feaſt your ſelves with Me. 
Drink, O my Welbeloved Ones, 
Tea, Drink abundantly. 


The Church. 


, I ſleep, but yet my Heart doth wake 
Heark 3 my Beloved One 

oth Knock and Call. I can't miſtake 
His Knock, his Tread, his Tone. 
Dpen to Me, my Fathers Child, 

Open to Me, my Love 

pen to me, my UndefiFd, 

Open to rhe, my Dove. 

pen to Me, that wait for Thee, 

My Head is fill'd with Dew; 

ndall my Locks with Ev 'ning Drops, 
Let's have an Enterview. 


. My Coat is off, and how ſhall I 
Pur on my Coat again ? 

hould I come o're the Duſty Floor, 
My waſhed Feet to ſtain ? 


. My Deareſt then by the Key-hole 
His willing Hand did move ; 

Vhich when I did perceive, my Soul 

Was touch'd with Griet and Love. 

G 3 
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5. Row? d by this Paſſion, I did ſtir, 
And anſwer's to his Call. 


My Hands and Fingers drop'd with Myrrh, 


Which from the Lock did fall. 


6, Then did I open to my Near 3 
But He (alas [) was gone 3 

He whom I did ſo lately hear. 
Me thoughts 1 was undone. 

I fought Him whom my Soul Adord, 
But Him I could not have. 

I calPd and cry'd, my Love, my Lord! 
But He no anſwer gave. 


7. Then did the cruel City Watch 
Smite Me and wound Me ſore. 
The Keepers of the Walls did ſnatch 
Away the Veil I wore. 

8. O Daughters of Jeruſalem | 
I charge You if Ye find 

My Glorious Dear, that he may hear, 
My Love afflits my Mind. 


The Daughters ef Jeruſalem. | 


g. VV hat Jewel is this Dear of thine, 
O Faireſt, let us know. 

VVherein do thine Others out-/hine, 
That thou doſt charge ws ſo? 


- The Church. 


30. My Dear Delight is Red and White, 
The Lilly and the Roſe. 


Sc 
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So ſweet a Grace adorns his Face, 
Ten thouſand he out-goes. 


11, His Head is like the Fineſt Gold, 
And curled Locks doth wear, 

Which do the Ravens Colour hold. 
So comely 1s his Hair. 


12. His Eyes are like the Eyes of Doves, 
Which on the Banks are met, 

And do the Streams of Water love, 
Milk-waſht and fitly Set. 


13. His Cheeks are like a Spicy Bed, 
Where all Perfumes do meet. 

His Lips like Lillies, whence is ſhed 
The Myrrh that ſmells ſo ſweet. 


14. His Hands are like the Chry/o/ite 
In Rings of Gold diſplay'd, 

His Belly is like Ivory bright 
With Sapphires overlaid. 


15. His Legs like Marble-Pillars are 
On Golden Sockets ſet : 

His Face, like Lebanon, is moſt Fair, 
Like Cedars moſt Compleat. 


His Mouth is moſt exceeding Sweet, 
Yea, He is wholly fo; 

Down from his Head unto his Feet 
With Sweetneſs He doth flow. 

O Salems Daughters, This is He 


Of whom ye did cuquire. 
G 4 
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This is the Friend that loveth Me. 
This is my Hearts deſire. 


The Paraphraſe. 
CHAP. V. Chrif. 


I. TY Love, (my Deareſt) hath Me dro? 
Whither thou diſt tnvite. 
Thy Graces which my Hand hath wrought, 
Have been my Souls delight. 
Thou art a Vine, which with thy Wine, 
Both God and \!an deft chear ; 
Feed on the Fruits prepar'd in Thee, 
A conſtant Feaſt s there. 
The Church. 
2. Such drowfincls doth Me poſſiels, 
I live, and yet I die. 
Some Lite I have, no Livelineſs. 
How dark and cold am I ! 
Here in the dark and deepl grope, 
Who us'd to live above. 
Where ts my Faith 2 Where is my Hope 2 
Where is my wonted Love 2 
It is no Strangers Voice I hcar; 
I know it 15 my Lords. 
He knocks both at my Heart and Ear ; 
Theſe are his loving words z 
Open to Me, my Fathers Child, 
Open to Me, my Love, 
Open to Me, my Undefil'd, 
Open to Me, my Dove. 
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My Gracious Patience hath ſtood 
Long waiting at thy Door. 

Hin would I enter for thy good ; 
Slight not thy Saviour. 


Should break an Heart of Stcel. 
But I C Alas ! ) ſo ſtupid was, 
Their Force 1 did not feel. 
My Anſwer was to this EffeQ, 
Lord, now I am at Faſc, « 
And Lord, if I ſhould Thee reſpe©@, 
My Friends I ſhould difpleafe. 
Thy Service, Lord, would coſt Me dear 
The World would Me moleſt, | 
hy heavy Croſs how can I bear? 
Do not diſturb my Reſt. 


, My Lord to this made no Reply, 
Oaly on Me He caſt 

| Sad and a Rebuking Eye, 

On which this fjenie 1 pais'd. 

Poſt thou my Patience thus requite, 

To make it longer bear ? 

. Poſtall my Love and Sufferings ſlight 2 

I look'a for better Fare. 

his ſiirr'd my Love, my Grict and Shame, 

Which put Me to ſuch pain. 

, ThatI refolv'd, whatever came, 

To own my Chriſt again 

crurſt Temprations, be ye gone, 
And do not Ms reſtrain ; | 


. One would have thought ſuch melting words 


Satan 
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Satan Avaunt, let Me alone, 
Ill have my Chriſt again. 

This Reſolution gave ſome Eaſe 
To my diſtreſſed Mind ; 

My Griets did then begin to ceaſe, 
When 1 to Chriſt inclin'd. 


6, But when I did my Self addreſs 
My Saviour to embrace, 
Alas! for my Unworthineſs 
My Saviour hid his Face. 
For He is Great as well as Good, 
And will not be diſdain'd ; 
Then his kind words, which I withſtaod, 
My Conſcience ſorely pain'd. 
O then 1 wiſh'd a thouſand times 
That I had been ſo wiſe, 
To ſhake off my Security, 
When Chriſt bade Me ariſe, 
I ſought Him daily in his Word, 
But Him I could not have. 
I call'd and cry'd, My Love, my Lord ! 
But he no Anſwer gave. 


7. Earth did oppreſs whom Heav'a forſook, 
Nothing but Griefs I found, 

For they who to my Soul ſhould look, 
My Soul did pierce and wound. 

Their words and deeds did both conſpire, 
To grieve my grieved Heart. 

Their Scorns and Jears were Swords and Sp 

Which did increaſe my Smart. 


B 
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But ſtill my greateſt wound was here, 
My Lord 1 could not find. 

Had { my Lord, ] ſhould not care, 
Tho' others prov'd unkiad. 


8. Another Courſe I ſtraightways took, 
1 did repair to thoſe | 

Who S:on-wards do often look, 
And did my caſe propolc. 

Bleſt Souls faid I who otr attend 
At the Almighties Court, 

My Caſe to you I do commend, 
T hat you may it report. 

A Lord1 have or rather had, 
My Well-beloved one ; 

| His Preſence us'd to make me glad, 
Bur, Ah, my Lordis gone ! 

If when you pray, he ſhould acquaint 
You with his Love and Grace. 

Tell him from me, my Heart doth faint 
And Languiſh for his Face. 


9. Who is, ſaid they, this Lord ofthine 2 
O Faireſt, let us know. 
Wherein does thine others out ſhine 


That thou doſt Charge us ſo ? 
10. My deareſt Lord is White and Red; 


White thro' his Purity, 
Red thro' his Blood which he did ſhed 


For ſuch an one as I. 


Bi 


Was he not Red, but ly White, 
The Lilly, not the Roſe, He 


— 
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He might delight the Angels Sight ; 
But I am none of thoſe. \ 
Was he not White, but only Red, 
A Sufferer for his Sin, 
His Blood would Reſt upon his Head, 
Nor could 1 Joy therein. 
But my dear Lord is White and Red ; 
This mixture pleaſeth me, 
For, for my Sins he Suffered, 
When he from Sin was free. 
What a reviving fight is this 2 
A Righteous Saviours Blood, 
The Bath of Sin, the Spring of Bliſs, 
Moſt pure, moſt ſweet and good. 
The fond inhanted World admires 
Their Idols here below. 
Their creeping, groveling, poor deſircs 
Their Childiſh Minds do ſhew. 
Did Þut my Glorious Lord appear, 
O did they him but know, 
What formerly their Glories were 
Would beno longer ſo. 
The leiler Lights all diſappear, 
When once my Sun doth Shine ; 
And tho' Ten Thouſand Lords were here, 
None could be like to mine. 
My Lord, he is the King of Kings, 
The Fairelt of all Fairs ; - 
Of all your fine and boaſted things 
None with my Lord compares. 
What's 
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What's your Thick Clay? your Stones bring 
Which ye your Jewels call, (forth 
My Lord, he is of real worth, 
And goes beyond them all. 


11, His Godhead and his Government 
Are infinitely pure, 

Moſt Glorious and moſt Excellent, 
And ever ſhall endure. 


12, He is a pure and piercing Eye, 
Thro' all the Earth it moves. 

Which the dark Hypocrite doth ſpy, 
And ſecret good approves. 


13. His Checks appear moſt bright and clear 
When he himfelt doth ſhew, 

Methinks I in a Garden walk, 
Where Flowers and Spices grow. 

When he doth my AﬀeCtions ſtir, : 
And ſpeaks unto my Mind, 

Methinks the Lillies drop with Myrrh, 
Such Savour do I find. 

So ſweet a Grace adorns his Face, 
His Face, like Heav'n doth ſhine, 

And O what Muſick do I hear, 
When he ſaith, I am thine 


14. His Hands are like to Rings of Gold, 


The worksof my dear Lord - 
Are bright and comely to behold, 
His Works fulfil his Word. 
The 
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The Tender Bowels of his Love 
How precious they be ! 

When I am Griev'd, his Bowels move 
And loudly plead for me. 


15. The ſweet proceedings of my Lord 
Are like his purpoſes; 

Holy and Pure, and Firm and ſure ; 
Both Love and Stedfaſtneſs. 

His Countenance Majeſtical 
All Reverencedoth Command. 

If he but Frowns on us, we fall, 
But if he Smiles, we ſtand, 


16, His Mouth is moſt exceeding ſweet, 
All Sweetneſs like an Hive, 

One word of his like Honey is, 
O how it doth revive. 

AS I begun ſhould I go on 
My Deareſt Lord to Limn, 

You'd ſay, all Sweets compaQted are 
And ſummed upin him. 


My Lord is Larger than deſires, 
Fairer than Words can ſhow. 

One comely part fond Earth admires, 
My Lord is wholly ſo. 


O Heav'n-born Souls, This, This is He 
Of whom ye did enquire. 

This is the Friend that Loveth me, 

This is my Hearts Deſire. 


The 


— 
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The VE RSION. 


7 Aireſt of Fairs, if thus it be, 
O whither us he gone 2? 
el us, that we may ſeek with thee 
This thy Beloved One. 


The Church. 
2, Down to his Garden he is gone, 
Where Beds of Spices are, 


That he may Feed and Feaſt thereon 
And Gather Lillies there, 


, I am my Welbeloved ones, 


My Welbeloved's mine. 
e Feeds and Treads in pleaſant Meads, 
Where the bright Lillies ſhine. 

Chriſt. 

My Love, like Tirzah, thou art Neat, 
And like Jeruſulem, 
And like an Army ſo Compleat, 

Men Fly for fear of them. 


. O turn away thine Eyes from me, 


Thy bright and Sparling Eyes, 
To hear ſo great Felicity 
My ſtrength doth not ſuffice. 
Thy Hairy Locks are like Goats Flecks 
Which from Mount Gilead look. 


Come from the Waſhing-brook, 


0 So are thy Teeth like Well ſvorn Sheep 


9) 


CHAP. VI. The Daughters of Jeruſalem. 
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They Þ ragnant are as well as Fair, 
For Fruit as well as View ; 

For each of them her Twins doth bear, 
There's not one Barren Ew. 


7. As broke Pomegranate ſeemeth Red, 
And ſhines exceeding clear, 

So do the Temples of thy Head 
Within thy Locks appear. 


8. Thrice twenty (Queens together ſtand, 
And fourſcore Concubines, 

And Virgins like the num'rous Sand, 
Which to the Sea adjoyns. 


g. My Spotleſs Dove, ſhe is but one, 
The Darling of her Mother, 

Who love and prizes her alone, 
She knows not ſuch another. 

The Daughters ſaw her comely Lines, 
And prais'd her Lovely Face, 

Tea, all the (Queens and Concubines 
Admir'd her Beauteous Grace. 


io. What Morn looks forth? what Moon zs thert 
What Sun may yonder be ? 

Fierce Troups with Flags diſplay'd appear, 
O what a One is She! 


11. To the Nut-Garden down I wen? 

To ſee the Fruits below, 

Whether the Vines their Grapes did went, 
And the Pomegranates grow, 
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12. My Soul gave me a ſudden twitch 
' And made me nimbly ſlide, 

Like thoſe ſwift Chariots , in which 
Amminadib did Re. 


13. Return, Return, O Shulamite. 
Return, Return Apace 

That we may look nith much delight 
Tpon thy Glorious Face, 

What iy the Shulamite / pray, 

Do ye expett to ſee ! 

Two Armies ſet in good Array /! 
Even ſuch a ore u ſhe. 


The Paraphraſle. 
CHAP. Ill. Zhe Charch. 


I, Hilſt thus my deareſt Lord I prais'd, 
As ] could dono leſs. 
They heard, they look'd, they ſtood amaz'd 
At my great happineſs. 
And when I ceas'd they thus reply'd, 
O Faire{t we muſt needs 
berCongratulate thy Bleſt Eſtate, 
Which ours ſo far exceeds. 
that we were in ſuch a Caſe 
As we perceive thou art. 
that our Souls might find a place 
In thy Beloveds Heart. 
hither is thy Beloved gone 2? 
Pray, let us go with thee, 
H 


To 
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77 ſcek thy welbeloved One, 
Whoſe Face we fain would ſee. 


2. If you my deareſt Lord would ſee, 
1 hen go unto his Court , 

Look wherc 15 Saints Aſſembled be, 
Tather you muſt Reſort. 

For rh«\ his Pleaſure-Gardens are, 
Wire he delights to be, 

They are his Comfort and his Care ; 
1here you my Lord may ſee, 


Some Souls he breeds, and ſome he feeds, 


Others he doth romove. 

Hcncc {ym his lower Gardens to 
His Paradiſe above. 

2. Iam mv Welbeloved 'enes, 
My Vcloeloved's mine. 

To im: 1i5 Love a Feaſt doth prove 
Bey ond the Richeſt Wine. 

Chriſ7. 


4. My rareſt Church, on whom I ſee 
A Fair and Royal Stamp. 

Adil Sweetneſs joyn'd with Majeſty, 
Thou art bath Court aud Camp. 


5. Thy Prayers are Arms, thy Praiſes Charms 


Thy Love s like a Dart 

Thy Faith and Graces are ſo ſtrong, 
They overcome my Heart. 

Thy Fair Fr, t-/ſion I eſteem, 
Becauſe ii Springs from Grace, 


J 
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fb makes thee yet more comely ſeem, 
As Hair adorns the Face. 


. Thy Paſtors which prepare thy Food, 
Do in their Minds agyee, 

heir Lives and Dottrines both are good, 
And bring much Fruit to me. 


. Thy Countenance fo ſhines with Grace, 
That many Hearts it moves, 
veer Baſhfulneſs on thy Fair Face, 


Its great ad vantage Proves. 


. The World preſents #s Glor ious Shews, 
But what are thoſe to me ? 

my Dear Church, my only Spouſe, 

All Glories do I ſee. 

| Earths Pride would ſoon confounded be, 
Should but my Spouſe appear, 

o to her Mother and to Me 

Is ſo exceeding Dear. 

r Noble Birth and Real Worth 
Have gaia'd her ſo much Fame, 

e greateſt Princes of the Farth 

Have Prais'd her Worthy Name, 

. Her Sweetneſs joyn'd utth Majeſty 
Her Preſence much Endear'd ; 

Þ|r Power with her Purity 

Made her both low'd and Fear'd. 

. T have been with my new-born Saints, 
T hve been down to ſee 

Hhiapat Buds were on my tender Plants 


rms 


bat hopes of Fruit for me. 12, When 
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12. When my dear Charch, I hid my Face, 
Thou did'ſt thy ſelf bemoay, 

T did but prove thy Faithful Love, 
When thou ihougb?'ſi I was goxe. 

My Bowels » earu'd when thuu didſt Cry, 
My Lot e did me conſtrain 

To baſts apace, and ſhew my Face 
To thy griev d Soul again. 

12. Return, Return my deareſt Church, 
Returyr, Return to me. 

The Heawv' nly Quire and I defire 

Thy Bleſſed Face to lee. 

My Heaw' nly Hit, if you would know 
My Churches State and Caſe : 

She uv another Hoſt below. 

. And of an awful Grace. 


j The VERSION. 
CHAP. ViI. Chr. 


"A Daughters ef a*Frince how Fair 
Are both thy Shoes and beet ! 

Thy Joynts and Thighs like Fewels are, 
VWrougt by an hand diſcreet. 

2. Thy Navel as a Cup compleat, 

. With Liquor do abound, 

Thy Belly's like an Heap of Wheat, 
Which Lillies do ſurround. 

3. Shy two Breaſts are like two young Roes, 
We! Shap'd and well agreed, | 


Which 1s Solemons. IOoT p 


Both which are Loving Twins, and thoſe 
| Among the Lilies Feed. 


7 Thy Neck, like Tory ts moſt Fair, 
And like a Tower moſt [trait 
ſhine Eyes like Helhon-pools, which are 
Hard by Bath-Rabbim Gate. 
Thy Noſe w like to Lebanons Tower, 

The Tower which doth Command 
Pumalcur-Tawr the Chiejejt Flower 

Of all the Syrian Land. 


5. Thine Head on thee like Carmel s, 
Thine Hair, like Purple ſtain'd, 

The Galleries ſo take hu Eyes, 
The King u there detain d, 

6. //ow Fair are thou, how pleaſant art, 
My Love, unto my fight /! 

So ſweetly Grac'd inevery part, 
Thou art my whole delight. 


7. Unto a Palm-Tree 1 compare, 
Thy Stature ſtrait and fine. 

Iby Breaſts appear both full and fair 
Like Cluſters of the Vine. 

8. I /aid I will this Palm-Tree Climb, 
Fl ſearch her Branches well, 

Thy Breaſts ſhall row like Cluſters ſhew, 
Thy loſe like Apples ſmell. 

g. Thy Palate's like the Choiceſt ine, 
Which for my Friend I keep, 

Which jweetly Flows, and cauſeth theſe 

6 To Speak that are aſleep. The 
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ba The Church. 


10. Iam my Welbeloved's own, 
And He is wholly mine ; 

The Stream of his AﬀeCtion 
Doth towards me incline. 


11. Come, my Beloved, let us go 
Into the Fields abroad ; 

And 1n the Villages below 
Let's take up our Abode. 


Iz, Lets get up carly in the Morn, 
And to the Vineyards go 3 

To ſee what Fruits the Trees adorn, 
Whether the Vine doth grow. 

Whether the tender Grapes appear, 
And the Pormnegranates thrive, 

(The Hopes of the Enſuing Year) 
There Thee my Loves 11! give. 


13. The Mandrakes Smell, anJ at our Door 
All pleaſant Fruits there be, 


Both New and Old which are my Store, 
Lail up, my Love, for Thee. 


The Paraphraſe. 
CHAP. VII. Chriſt. 


I, Daughter of the Mighty God, 
How comely are thy Feet ? 
With Goſpel-preparation Shod / 
Thy Carriage how diſcreet 2? 


Thou 
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t. Thou art both Fair and Fruitful too, 
Great Numbers thou doſt Breed, 

[hich with good Meals, the [Word and Seals, 
Thou liberally doſt feed. 


1. The two Breaſts of thy Tejtaments 
Moſt friendly do accord; 

VYhich Nouri/hment and ſweet Content 
To New-born Babes afford. 


- Ihe Gries of a dilt reſſed Soul, 


Theſe Breaſts of Comfort jill. ; 
Theſe Breaſts make g/ad whom Sin makes ſad. 
Theſe Breaſts the Hungry fill. 


4 Thy Faith is thy trong Fort and Tower, 
Thine Underſtanding clear, 

Thy Fudging and Diſcerning Powtr 
Informs when Danger's near. 

Thy Chriſt, thy Head of Eminence 
All Others doth exceed. 

Thy Chriſt, thy Head of Influence 
Thy Grace doth keep and fee. 
VYhen thine Aſſemblies Fxerciſe 

Their Graces freely given, 
The King walks in thoje Galleries, 
As in another Heaven. 


6, My Ghurch, who art moſt New, moſt Fiir, 
How Dear art thou and Sweet, 
In whom all Sweets compatied are, 
In whom all Graces meet ? 
H 4 
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7. Vuder thy weight thou flouriſheſt 
As the ſtout Palm Tree doth. 

My Church, the more thou art depre/t, 
The greater s thy growth. 

The Breaſts of thy two Teſtaments, 
Like Cluſters of the Vine, 

Are fall of Fuice, which for thy uſe 

T:eld jtore of beav'nly Wine. 


8, Whey P perceiv” A thy Soul to thrive, 
Like to a Fruitful Tree ; 

Then I drew near. that I might chear, 
And joy my « Self in thee, 

Nor did [ empty-handed « ome, 
But added to thy Store ; 

God's Word came then more near and home, 
Thy Graces ſcented more, 


9. Thy Speech is like the choiceſt Wine, 
So lovely and ſo ſtrong ; 

It makes the Sinuers Heart divine, 
And [ant / ifies his Tongue. 


The Church. 


My Dcarcſt Lorcs AiteAion 
I cannot but admire. 

I am my Welbeloveds own, 
I am his Hearts deſire. 


11, I gladly with my Lord could talk, 
And ſpend both Night and Day ; 
Come Lord, let us together walk. 
Let us together ſtay. 


Come 
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12, Come let's go ſee what Fruits and Flowers 
Adorn thy Garden place, 

Under the Sun-ſhine and the ſhowers 
Ot days and means of Grace. 

Could I but fee thy Children Spring, 
And in an happy trame; 

Oh how ſhould I rejoyce and {irg, 
And lovethee for the ſame ! 

13. Thy Saints their Services preſent, 
Which of Swcet Savour be, 

Saints New and Old within my Tent, 
Are kept for Heav'n and thee. 


The VERSION. 
CHAP. VIII. The Ghurch. 


'Þ Would to God thou wert ſo near 
lo me as 1s my Brother, 

That Fill'd the Lap and Suck'd the Pap 
Of my moſt render Mother. | 

When I without ſhould light on thee, 
Then I thy Lips would Kiſs ; 

Yea, I ſhouldnot deſpiſcd be, 
Nor diſeſtcem'd tor this. 


3. Id bring thee to my Mothers Tent, 
Who would inſtruct me there. 

Pomegranate- Wine of pleaſant ſcent 
Should be thy Royal Fare. 


3. His Left Hand underneath my Head 
Should lovingly be plac'd. 
His 
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His Right Hand o're Me ſhould be ſpread, 


Thus ſhould I be Embrac'd. Z . 
4. Ye Daughters of Jeruſalem, Wh 
'Tis You I charge and bind, 


Not once to move, or 'wake my Love 
Watil it be his Mind. 


The Daughters of Jeruſalem. p 


5. Out of the Deſart doth Aſcend Or 
A comely Sight to ſee; 

One Leaning on her Deareſt Friend. 
O what a One ts She / 


The Church, * 
Under the ſhady Apple-Tree (1 
Thee did I Raiſe and Rear. 


Thy Mother Travell'd there with Thee; 
Thy Native Place was there. 


6. O Seal mine Image on thy Heart, 
O Seal it on thy Arm ! 


For Love, like Death, doth caſt its Dart ; a 
And Jealoufie is warm. - 
*'Tis like the Grave, whoſe keen deſire | 
Nothing can fatisfie, 2 


The Coals thereof are Coals of Fire 
That flame moſt vehemently. 


7. Waters can't quench Loves Flame, nor Floods 

Can Loves height overflow. F 
If one for Love would give his Goods, 
The Price would be too low. 


ds 


be 


which ts So lomons. 
The Jewiſh Church. 


?. No Breaſts on our ſmall Siſter grow, 


Nor 1s She yet Admur'd. 
What ſhall we tor our Siſter do 
When She ſhall be defir'd ? 


Chriſt. 


9. We'll build on her a Silver Gourt, 
If fhe a Wall ſhall te, 

Or if a Door, Her we'l! Support 
With Boards of Cedar-Tree. 


The Jewiſh Church. 
10. I am 2 Wall both ſtrong and tall, 
My Breaſts, like Towers, are round. 


(I then his Sight did much delight, 
As one that Favour found.) 
Chriſt. 
11. At Baal-Hammon, Solomon 
A Vineyard did poſſeſs, 
Keepers he ſent to the intent 
They might his Vineyard dreſs. 
And thus with them he did agree, 
That for the Fruit it gave, 
A thouſand Silver Pieces he 
Of each of them ſhould have. 
12. My Vineyard which belongs to Me, 
I know not how to ſpare. 
It ever lies before mine Eyes, 
It is my conſtant care. 
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But thou, O Solomon, muſt have 
A thouſand for thy Gains ; 

And thoje that keep its Eruit may Grave 
Two Hundred for their pains. 


I3. And now farewell thou that Doſt dwell 
In Gardens here b:low ; 

As thy Companions hear thy Voice 
So let me hear it too. 


The Church. 
14 Haſt my Beloved like a Roe 
Which ſoon her courſe fulfils ; 
O that thou wert like a young Hart 
Upon the Spicy Hills ! 


The Paraphraſe, 
CHAP. VIII. The Church, 


; ORD that thou wert as near to me 

As 15 my Mothers Son. 

Such treedom ſhould I have with thee. 
As it we both were One. 

I wouid impart my very Heart 
Toone that was ſo near, 

Whole nearneſs ſhould advance my Love 
Avove al' Slavith fear. 

2: Gods Holy Church, my Mother Dear, 
Should me ſuch Lefures Read, 

I ſhould provide ſuch Heav'nly Chear, 
Whercon thou lov '{t to Feed. 

3- And then ſhouldſt thou thy Love __ 
Th? Riches of thy Grace, 


Thy | 
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Thy Left Hand then my Head ſhould ſtay, 


Thy Right my Heart embrace. 


4. Chriſts Love my Heart doth ſo inflame, 
This Charge I needs muſt give ; 

All ye that own his Sacred Name 
Do not his Spirit grieve. 

Lord, leave us not g yet it thou wilt 
With Tears we'll own thy Right, 

Bur a Departure forc'd by Guilt 
Makes a Tempeſtuous Night. 


Weak Chriſtians, 


5, What ſtrange Aſpiring Souls are thoſe 4 
Which do this World diſdain, 

Who on their Lord themſelves repoſe, 
Heav'ns Kingdom to obtain. 


The Charch, 


Under thine Ordinances Shade 
I Sought and found thine Aid ; 

For there thine Entrance firſt was made, 
Thy Graces firſt Conveigh'd. 


6, Lord bear my Name upon thy Breaſt, 
Engrave it on thy-Heart, 
There let it be ſo ſure polſleſt 
It thence ſhall ne're deparr. 
For Love, like Death, doth caſt irs Dart, 
Which wounds me to the quick, 
Thy Preſence, Lord, ſupports my Heart. 
Thy abſence makes it Sick, 
Should* ; 
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Shouldſt thou but ſeemingly diſdain 
My Heart ſo deep Engag d, 

I ſhould be Tortur'd with ſuch pain 
As could not be aſlwag'd. 

O Love Me, Lord ! or elle I die, 
Thee, Lord, my Love doth crave. 

My Lord, ſhouldſt thou my Love deny, 
My Love would be my Grave. 

My Love doth flame, my Jealouſie 
So burns my Heart and Eyes. 

I muſt embrace my Lord, or I 
Muſt bc Loves Sacrifice. 


7. Whoſe Seas of Trouble cannot quench 
Loves Everlaſting Fire. 


Though Hell oppote, whom I have choſe, 


I cannot but admire. 

None but a Chriſt, none but my Lord, 
No Bribes can take with Me; 

A Proffcr'd World would be abhorr d, 
A Chriſt, and none but He ! 


The Fewiſh Church. 


8. Remember the Blind Nations, Lord, 
Who in a Dungeon-grope, 

And lack the Sun-ſhine of thy Word, 
Yet Pris'ners arc of Hope. 

When once the Hour of thy Deſign 
Hath on theſe Captives Shone, 

When they are call'd and own'd for thine; 
What ſhall be further done 2 


&s Chriſt. 
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Chriſt, 
v, If they be conſtant to my Name, 
And firmly hold my Word, 
They hal be bleſt with Strength and Fame, 
Ard honour 'd by their Lord. 
If they wil open at my Call, 
That [ with them may wel, 
['l7 bold them faſt, and mate them laſt 
Againſt the Gates of Hell. 


The Fewiſh Church. 


10. Lord, I am conſtant to thy Name, 
And firmly hold thy Word. 

[1 had a Smile upon the ſame 

From my moſt Gracious Lord.) 


Chriſt, 


11. I nor admire nor imitate 

Thoſe who their Vineyards Let. 
Ibo of their profit do abate, 

That they ſome Eaſe may get. 
12, My Church and Vineyard u alway 
" My are and m ry Delight : 
I my Self keep it every Day, 

And watch it every Night. 
Dre(t by my Hand, watch'd by my Eye, 
Its Fruit te me abounds. 
The Praiſe of its Fertility 
Wholly to Me redounds, 
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13. My Deareſt Church, who art compos'd 
Of divers companies, 

Now we hav? both our Minds diſclos'd, 
P/] end with thu Advice. _ 

As all thy Members give an Ear 
©nto thy Gracious Strain, 

So let Me often from Thee hear, 
Tntil we Meet again. 


The Gburch, 


14. Ah my dear Saviour! pity Me, [ 
Preſerve Me 1n thy Heart. 

And Oh make haſt, make haſt, that we 

May Meet and never parr, 


LAZARUS 


N 7a4ah's Vale a Man of Wealth abode, 
Vile asa Beait, yet Worlhip'd as a God. 
Wno 74riun Clotics, and Fgvprs Linnen ware, 
And on whoſe Table met Land, Sea and Air. 


— pcneath the Threthold of his Out-moſt-Gate 
\ pale, deforined, horrid Carcals Sate. 
\nother Foþ---But of more Fixed woes, 
Who trom iis Dunghtull never once aroſe. 


God Help- Me was his Name.God was his all. vi Ln 5 

hoſe few that knew him, Lazar kim did call. czar. 
ed, Pain and Scorn at once did on him lie. 

is Bed was Earth, his Covering was the Sky- 
Nothing had he to pay off Natures Scores. 

mpty he was of Bread, but full of Sores. 


unger (that Wrack) will make a Man contels 
hat modeſt Minds endeavour to ſupprels. 
dharp Hunger whetrs the Wit, and mends its ſtrain, 
hurts the Bowels, oe it helps the Braig. 


2 Dives and Lazarus. 
A Servant paſs'd the Gate, where, lo ! he found | He 
This Ruful Objet groveling on the Ground. WW 

Said Lazarw, Sir, if Fity be my due, 
Give to your Maſter what 1 give t9 you, 
+ 3 
Th 
Lazarus his Petition, W 
: Ti 
Oſt Noble Sin, 'T humbly crave W 

Woat Nature doth exatt from Me. 
1 am a Borderer on the Grave, 
Half-flain with ſharp Neceſſity. A\ 
| 
For Chit drins Bread 1 do not Call ; = 
] do not Ak your Servants Fare ;; Nc 
Only the Sweepings of ycur Hall Fre 
I Beg; and what yeur Dogs may ſpare, [His 
Ar 
Do'm Me not, Sir, to Periſh at your Gate, A 
Who may Prejerve Me, at ſo Cheap a Rates Thi 
For Fathiy Judah's ſake ſome Fragments give, He 
Fil ſerve You at Ged's Altars whilſt 1 lives He 
Dives his 4nſwer. 


V HAT Dog us this that dares Preſume on Me 

Accurſt be all ſuch Crawling Toads as He, 
Pelts of my Gate, Vermin that Creep ſo Nigh oy 
w——/ Hate 'em, Let Him Rot and Die. 


In vain the poor Mans thoughts purſu'd his Suit 4 
The Dogs wete humane, but their Lord a Bruit: [Th 
They left their Snarling co their Maſters Face, Dn 
They kan and Lazu gently did embrace. 


Dives and Lazarns. 3 


He was the pity'd Patient of thoſe Hounds, (wounds: 
Whoſe lambent Tongues Cid cool his burning 


This done, the ſqualid Vaſſals of the Times 
__ [Scorn'd ragged Virtue, Honour'd purple Crimes, 
Things are mi({-judged by the purblind Eye, 
Which views their Poſture not their tendency. 
Till 7Zufice *wakes to right its injur'd Laws 
Which doth nor weigh the Perſon, but che Cauſe. 


Nor Rags, nor Sores, are Clouds that can diſguiſe 
A ſplendid Soul ro Heavens Soul-fearching Eyes : 
Earths Laz'ri was Heavens Dives ; Earths ditdain 
Was a meet Gueſt for Heaven to entertain- 

Now comes the Golden Hour that ſets him free 
From his Apprenticeſhip to milery. 

« [His Corps (the Graves oldNeighbour) longUnoreſt, 
Arlength is ſlipt into its Bed of Reſt. 

A Treaſure 'tis, tho' Funeral-coſts it wants. 

The Richeſt Mineral is the Duſt of Saints. 

He was his own (moſt ſerious) Mourner here. 

He Mourn'd enough. He needs no Hired Tear. 


d 


The time is come, that Lazarm muſt be clad 
With ach fine Linnen, Dives never had. 
The time is come, that Lazarzs muſt be Fed \ 
” With Heavens rich Juices, and with Angels Bread. 
Cs 

1 There is a Table richly Spread above. 
There is an Everlaſting Feaſt of Love. 
 _ JA Feaſt which Friends andFriend(hip doth maintain; 
uitfPale Envy is not there, nor proud ditdain. 
: JThey all are One; In One they all agree, 
Vne 15 their all, which makes all one co be, 
i 3 Here's 


A Drves and Lazarons. 


No 
Here's Keight of Mirth, with Depth of Seriouſneb|No 
P enty without che Hazard of Excels, Thi 
Hereare full Joys in Hand. full Joys in view, F2 
Here Wine and Appetire are ever new. » _ 
Ever begins their Feal} -n ne're doth end, He 


V hom growing Loavs : nd Living Springs attend. JW; 
Their Harps are well-( rung Hearts, well-rundJAni 
And Sicred Halieluj:ihs are their Songs. (TonguigTh: 
Here fit the Saints. Here the Believers Sire He 
is Nob!y Seared in his Rich Attire: 
Hither the King of Heaven Nev Gueſts doth call, $ \ 
Nor can he come too late that comes at all. Ho 
[1 
Tie Mighty One who Dwelis and Rules on High = 
Angels attend wich an obedient Eye. 
"The Secrets of his Breatts tizey do not Skill, 7h 
But are tine 2 od pray ng tn of his Will. He 
Thus charg'd he them, © Bring Lazarus to the FeaftIHis 
* And let him take lis Place next Abraham's Breaſt, Þ& 
Thzy hea u with Reverence,and Obey'd their KingIW! 
ſoy rais'd their Hearrs,and nimbly ſhook their WingBur 
They fd from Heaven, ver Heaven was with then{Do 
It was cher F.civen T0 Co their Maſters Will. (ſtilfHis 
They {opt not at the Stars (that pompous ſhow) JTh 
Who went to view a Bri"! tr Star below. His 
The Porn: dengn'd they well did underſtand, b 
Who his old Voy agers h<en to Canaans Land. ne 
There they hid been Lo: 5c {ts (who was their WardTh 
There had they been Elij.z s F laming Guard. De: 
Tn that Land chiefly lay their Le ords Aﬀeairs(WaresJAn 


+ i 


They trathqu'd there fur Souls (thoſe preciout 


al 
Soon came they whereSick Lazarus had lusLarefla1 
Tixzy licyp'd and waited for their Þaflenger: 
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No viſicant found they with him. bur the Lord ; 

No Nurle, bur Faith ; no Cordial, bu: the Werd. 

They heard him praying, © Zora, ſome mercy Show, 

' For I can find ny Mercy here blow 

TThis faid, he Sigh d, au ws of Life bereav'd. 

He gave his Soul. ard ti:ev tis Soul receiv'd, 

nd. YWiti Shouts and Son's cri r7phant uptizey went, 

undJAnd to the Company did lm pretent. 

gugThey ſhouted 2il, and joy'd che New-come Guelt. 
He genrly (toops and leans on Abrahams Breait. 


nel 


il, & Whom Dives Curs'd and Nately Fools diſdain'd, 
How is he Ble(t 1 how is he Entercain'd ! 

\ TTho' Vercue here on Earth neglected lies, 
Tg Yec Heaven will raiſeic. For 'tis born to riſe. 
Dives, that Silken God, mult never dye 
Unleſs his Creatures and falſe prophets lye. 
He”s (afe, if Death be caſt as far behind 
eaf]His Body, as it is below his Mind. 
t, Þe's always young 3 He Learns it from his Glaſs, 
ingÞWhich ſmooths his furrow'd Brow and paints his 
InBur a Co!d ſtriking hand confures the Lye. (Face. 
enJDown falls his Flattering Glaſs. His Fancies dye. 
ſtilHis Garden-walks muſt him no longer know. 
) IThe Life-Tree in his G2rden doth not grow. 
is Palace muſt be Chang'd for a dark Tomb, 
hac was his Inn, but this mutt be his Home; 
He muſt no longer at his Table (tay, 
ardThe Voider ( Death) is come to take away. 
death, that abhorr'd ( both Name and) thing, comes 
resJAnd potently torments this Potent One. (on 
108 makes Amazing Breachies, and in (hort 
2th Seiz'd the Our- works and attacks the Forr. 
arefla what a wretched Poſture doth he Lye ! 
ecannot Live, and yer he dares not dye. 


H:s 
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His Debt maſt be deftrain'd ; for he'll not pay hi 
Nor yield his Ghoſt ; ic mult be fercht away. Jut 
He (prunts, he ſtruggles 3 but Death keeps him under 

And with one ſtroke tears Fleih and Soul aſunder. | Y 
Then rang the Honle with his Five Brethrens Cries, Nov 
Alas ! our Brother ; ſo they clos'd his Eyes. or 


His outward partsare wal(h'd ; his inner Rooms hr 
Stuff d with Arabien Srveets and rich Perfumes. 

Now Death his Purple is. Now he's a!low'd D 
Fine Linnen coo; but *ris a Fun'ral Shrowd. l; fr 


Grave-fac'd Spectators with their Garments torn 
And Shrouded Lips attend. The Room doth mourns 


Ah what a poor Revenge is this on Fate! Wi 
For him that cannot live, to Lie in State. He 
Amidit the Gzzing Crowd the Fearers come, Thi 
With Pomp they bring him to his painted Tomb. [Th 
Minſtrels and Trumperers their Noiſes jovn, «G 


And Women ſell falſe Tears for Currant Coyn. [|* 7 
Now leſt his Friznds chould in (ale ſtreams be drown'd[Str 
The Cup of Conſolation goes its Round. Ar 
But ſtay,my Soul z 'tis Death that thou muſt view Th 
Not Shadows which dead Bodies do Enlue. Th 


W 
What a dark Notion and Abſtruſity Fo 
Is this to Living Men, that they muſt die ! Tl 


Grim Death on his pale Horſe Triumphant Rides ; | W 
He ſtrikes us through our neareſt Kinſmans Sides. | Be 


Yet are we ſenſle(s as the ſtupid Mule, Hi 
Live as Exceptious from the Common Rule. * Ip 
We caſt a Clothore Death 3 *tis ſoon forgor. H 
We Charm the Serpent, and it ſtings us nor. L 

A 


| Now might cne let this pleaſent Errour pals, G 
If Death was all. But Death his Second has. 


14er 
er, 
res, 


| 


um 
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hen once the Difſolution Hour is come, 
Dut goes the Soul ro hear her Finz! Doom. 


You who have Slightly heard the Fur'ral Knell, 
ow hear the Voice-which dooms thy Ghoſt to Hell. 
or thoſe whoſe hearts an Earthquake will.not thake, 
hro*' Heav'ns Loud- roaring Caunons may awake. 


D:ves black Ghoſt (all H »rrourc and Peſpair) 
[s from its Priſon Snatch'd to thidiſmal Bar. 
tehind him the impatient Devils roar. 
His Sins (thoſe worſt' of Devils) ftand before. 
With Terrours thus belieg d in every place, 
He hears a Voice, but might not fee the Face. 
The Voice was roaring 1 hunder in his Ears. 
The words were tearing Bolrs and flaming Spears- 
* Go thou accurſt, wile Caitiff, h:nce away 
* To damned Ghoſts. Come Devils, take your prey. 


(Struck with this Thunder, down he iunk. he fell, 


Andwasa” Triumph to the Fiends of Hell. 
Th'ingenious Tyrants did a Council pack, 

Their Malice ſet their Wits upon the Wrack. 
When they had: joyntly ſtudy'd to Tormen 

For their pale Priſaner then in haſte they => 
They chain'd and Rak'd him to a furious Flame 
Where conſtanc ſfireams of Brimftone feed the ſame. 
Behold Sins Martyr, and Hell's S3crifice ! 

He yells and howls,and vents unpity'd Cries, 

He finds no Friendly Ear or tender Eye. 

He feels a thouſand deaths, but cannot die. 

Like burning Braſs he's Fir'd in every part. 

A Vultur lives upon his Living Hearr. 

God's gone, he's gone. And what an Hell is this, 


«| 


To be deprivid oteverlaiting Bliſs! - 
I 4 O this 


1 
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O this Eternal Baniſhmenr is worſe 
Than all th? Remnant of che Daoms-day Curſe- Me 
This Hell of Hel] may thus be underſtood, 
No Torments are ſo bad as God is good. 
Beſides, an Appetite in Man corth lie; 
Which nothing but a God can ſatishe. 

And tho' this Appetite be here deluded 

By various Objects, in God's room obtruded. W 
Yer when at death all theſe arelaid aſide, Ps 
Then thirſts the Soul for God, but is deny'd. 
This Thirit unquench'd is ſuch an inward Flame, }* . 


An Hell in Hell is its deſerved Name. oY 
In Hell there cannot be an Arheitlt. My 
"Tis Hell in Hell chat God is dearly miſt. a 


Poor Dives cries, © The Gd for whom I ftarve, | © 
* I cannot ſee, becan'e I would nit ſerve, | 
« I Bleed to think... ( and thinking ts my Fate ) 7 
« He often knocked at my Bolted Gate, 
* Where are thoſe Baits on which my Luits did prey, 
* The Price if which I caſt my ſelf away ? A 
* Where's now my tomp «nd Pride, my Feaſts and Sports] Li 
* Whoſe Chains detain d me from the Sacred Courts? |D 


* O did my Hou'e [onear the Temp'e ſtand H 
* O-did I periſh cut of Judahs Lard ! v 
* Might 1b: Try'd once mere | Bat "tus too Late, Bi 
* Tuſtice bath lock'd the Golden Mercy-G ate. L 
* Now I believe, and tremble. I Repent, Bi 


*® Put my Repentance is my Puniſhment. 

V+ Ir is not V,rmuebut Neceſſity. | 

* Alas .bow miſerable wiſe am 1? 

* Aſ:eht 1 return now 40 that happy Night 
* Which veil'd me er e my Parents ſaw the Light, 
«& Ab me | mult I lie bere | and nere:came ont. 
He paves and tliogs his Curſes round about. 
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e Curs'd both Heaven & Hell, he Curs'd the Ear th 
Curs'd the Day chat Witne(s'd'ro his Birth. 
Juc neither can his tears his griefs aſſwage. 

or does it cool his Heart to Vent his Rage. 

& Keen Reflection makes the Furnace Glow. 
wit be ever with me 45 ts now, 

els Flames no Aſhes will produce : But [ 

 Muft ever Dying Live, and Living Die. 

* Souls for them/elves the Balm of Patience bear. 

* Tis the Poors Phyſick, but it grows, not here 

; | #* My Soul is Fil'd with Home-bred Tears and T aunts, 
[* T's its own Fury. Hind it ſelf t Haunts : 

* Pity was wont in Miſeries Houſe to dwell, 

* But I am haled by the Hounds of Hell, 

* Time us d to be a Surgeon good at Wounds, 

© But | am g't beyond its happy Bounds. 

| © AV. fel chargd with Scalding Wrath am [ 

* Hoop d in the Circle of Eternity. 


| You who affect the pleaſant Path to Hell, 
And love damnation in its Cauſes well, 
ort:] Look ftreight before you on your Journeys End. 
> | Do ye not ſee th'infernal Smoak aſcend ? 
Have not ſome Sparks into your Boſoms Flown, 
Whereby the Neighb'ringCoaſts may well be known. 
Bold Sinner, ſtop. No further progreſs make, 
Leit your next ſtep be in the Fiery Lake. 
Bur, Oh ! He ridicules his Souls Afﬀairs 
And Labours to be damn'd at unawares. 

is Humour will not bear a Countermand. 
Alas for them who hate to underſtand ! 
Who on their Souls Experiments will cry 
At the Charge of a ſad Erernity. 
Alas for them who never will awake, 

Till they are plung'd into the burning Lake ! 


Dives 


IO Dives and Lazarus. 


Dives was here ſtruck blind with Flatrring Lies, 
Now the Hell-brand lifts up his Flaming Eyes. 
He ſpies the Region where the Happy dwell, 
But Heaven at diſtance is another Hell 
He fpies a Canaan: Feaſt ; for chiefly there, 
The Natives of his Countrey do appezr. 

He ſpies Bleſt A%raham with his faichful Race, 
And Lazarus fitting next to Abraham: place. 
Oh ! how it rwinges and torments his Eyes ? 
His ſcorn to Envy turns 3 And thus he Cries, 
K; This Scoundrel who lay Starving at my Gate, 
' Ts now a Peer in Heaven, an Angels Mate. 
** The beggar ſits and feeds on Angels Fare, 
* Hu Rags arc Robes, ſuch as Heavens Noble: wear. 
* Tre Dog, whom in derifion once I had, 
** Is turn'd into a Star, which makes me Mad. 


Now Dives is the Beggar, and applies _ 
Himſelf co Abraham with his mournful Cries. 


—— 


Dives his Petition, 


H Father Abraham, Pity me 

£- Who with tormenting Flames am Stung, f 
For pity whither ſhould I Flee - . 
But to the Bowel; whence I Sprung ? 


The Grapes Rich Blood 1 do not Crave, 
Waters Ch:ap Element will Suffice, 

And tho' my Tongue thirits for a Wave, 
For one poor Drop it only Cries. 


By Lzzarus moifPned Finger may you pleaſe Ke 
To give my ſcorged Tongue one Moments Eaſe. 
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Dives ard L atarts, I, 
1 dwell in Flames, and Flames in Me d» dwell. 
0 for a drop from Heaven toſwecten Hell ! 


Mark how the Wheel is turn'd. "The |; time 15S Come. 
= begs a Drop, who once deny'd a Crumb. 


TRight-chioking Judges then muit needs approve 


The tart and equal Anſwer from avove. 


 —— 
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Abraham's Anjner, 


RT thon forlorn of God, and com'lt to me ? 
What can I tell thee then bur Nliſery ? 
Remember, Son, the Heav'n thy Feet bave Trog, 
Earth was thy Heav'n, and Pleaſure was thy God. 
Remember Lazaras had his Hell below. 
Thou wert the Devil which did cauſe his woe. 
Now are hisRags Heav'nsRobes with glorious Beams. 
Thy Parple, Flames thy Juncats, Sulphrous Streams. 


Is he thy With who was thy Scorn before 2? 
Shall Lazarw now be welcom to chy door ? 
And doſt imagine ſome fair Bridge to lie 
Betwixt che White and Black Erernity 2 
No, there's a mighty Gulf which rends in twain 
The Fiery Region and the Mtherial Plain. 
We are too happy to be diſpoſleſt ; 

And you fo curſed you can ne're be bleſt. 

We are fo rais'd, that we can never fall ; 

And you ſo ſunk, you cannot riſe at all. 

Once Angels went from Heaven to Hell - . But firſt 
They blackned were to Devils. and accurſt. 
Since thole Stars fell none of the Heav'nly hofts 
Or did or ſhall vilit th' inferna! Coafis. 


To 


, 
Il Div's and Lazarus, 


To you *tis bitter, but to us 'ris ſweet, 

That we are parted and muſt never meet. 

Heav'n were not Heav'n, if i: near Hell were plac't, 
Nor Hell were Hell, if it of Heaven mighe cal?. 
Can our pure Light with Smoak and Darkne(s duel! 2 
The Poles (hall tooner meet than Heaven and Hel]. 


Though Speech avails not wracking miſery, 
Extorcs from him another fruicle(s Cry. 


— — — 


Dives his Second Petition. 


F ſuch an Envious Gulf there be, 
Ter, Father, lend an Ear to me : 

From Earth to Heaven a way is Payl ; 
How elſe came Lazirrusto be Sav'd. 
Let me ſo [mall a boon entreat, 
That Lazarus may bis Steps Repeat, 
And that he may Embody'd 89, 
Ard tell the Stories of my Wo 

To my Five Brethren, who all dwell nithin 2 


My Fathers Houſe (Oh had he never been | ) 
Brethren in Bonds of Nature and of Sin. 

O let him tell them that there is a God 

Whoſe Scepter is a Sin-Revenging Rod. 

And let bim tell them that aduent rous Drolls, 
Shall find unto thetr Coſts that they have Souls, 
Mine ſtuck th Scabbard ; till its angry Lord 
Unſbeath'd it and it prov d a Flaming Sword. 

That Limbeck, Death, draws Spirits from our Clay, 
To th Element of Souls they haſt away, 

And let him tell them, that the Sadducee 
Shall be Hells Convert, and Recant with me. 
Whilſt 


Pom] gm 


t, 
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Dies and Lazarus. 


WhiPſt they lye Sleeping on the Brink of Hcl. 

They Smoak they ſee not, nor the Brimſtone Smell. 
Th:re they'l diſp:rt themſelves with Golden Dreams, 
Till they betray 'em to theſe burning Sireams, 

But let tim Scare them with an hollow Sound, 

That they (lhe Lot) may Flee their curſe! Ground, 
G ſend him quickly leſt they Tumble in, 

And prove the Flaiming Records of my Sin. 

Can | no Water get at my d ſire , 

Tet, O, no more, n9 more, new Fleaks of Fire. 


This Abraham heard with Uanrelenting Ears, 
No pity's due to Hell-Hounds Cries and Tears, 


———— SE —— ——— — 
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Abraham's Anſwer. 


NceHeaven bow'd down and touch'd thi Arabian 
And gave a Sampler of the Sacred Will (Hill, 
To Moſes Hands, that choſen Man of God 3 
Copies were taken and diſpers'd abroad. 
(So his kind Arms abroad the River Flings, 
So the free Sun extends, his fruicfal Wings; 
As this moſt Sacred Light it (elf diſplays, 
And Gilds the Tents of Jacob with its Rays. 
For Saints to come from God there is no cauſe : 
Himſelf came down and did promulge his Laws: 
Needs Laz1r»- take a Journey from the Sky, 
When Witdom at your Brethrens Gates doth cry- :; 
Lec them hear Moſes read by their Divines 
I'th' Synagogue to which their Houſe adjoyns- 
And ler them hear the Reverend Prophets next 
Thote wonerous Commentatours on the Text. + 
Dive” 


Dives and Lazarus. 


Dives his Reply. 


Ofes (rs true) was an Unerring Guide, 

So were thoſe Sixteen Prophets on hs ſtat. 
This I as much believe, as if I ſaw _ 
The Flaming Mount, and heard the Fiery Law, 
When every word was accented with Thunder, 
Which Rent thoſe Oal:s, the Fewiſh hearts aſunder. 
"Tis here as neceſſary to believe, 
As it 15 Natural to feel and grieve. 
IT that am now aproof of Sacred Writ, 
Do argue backwards with my After-wit, 
Hell in the Threatnings tho 1 did not Sec, 
The Threatnings are in Hell made plain to Me, 
I Showl'd upon the Heavens when they aid Lowre, 
The Clouds I fear d not, but 1 feel the Shower. 
Nothing will move my Brethren but a S1gn, 
Experiencets the rowerfuleſt Divine, 
Faith is the Child of Senſe, whereas Report 
Is Entertain'd with Bla/phemy or Sport. 
They have a Sword to Cut the Gordian Knot; 
Moſes faith many things, but proves them not- 
 Andtho they hear Subſtantial proofs there be, 
Nothing is proof to them but what they See. 
Had they an Emiſſary from above, 
The very Sight a Future ſtate would prove. 
Might he but tell them of your Heavenly Strand, 
They'd all turn Pilgrims for that Holy Land. 
Or might hs preach the Torments which 7 feel, 
His words would wound like burning G ads of Steel. 
His words would tear down all, like Thundring Guns, 
Beyond the faint attempt: of Leyies Sons, 


ws 
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Dives and Lazarus. 15 


O were I of this curſed Chain-Releas'd | 
(With that he gnaſh'd his teech and knock'd his 
Might I be to the Earth a Preacher ſent, (brealt.) 
de burn up Sin like Stubble where I went, 
I'de Smoak away their mm Flattering Lies, 
Or forth Ide drive them with. my Glaring Eyes. 
I'de blow a Trumpet which ſhould Rend the Gromnd, 
Their Trembling Heartſtrings ſhould in Confort Sound, 
I'de teach the faithleſs Sadducees their Creed, 
find make the Pharilees to pray mdeed, 
Pe tell the Ranters ſuch a doleful Tale, 
That they ſhould mourn as in Megiddons Y ae. 
Fde untewitch the Sots and Slaves of Sin, 
That ſuch a Reformation ſhonld begin, 
As in Joliah's time did not befall, 
And the next Age ſhould Canonize em all. 


Abraham's Rejoynder. 


A Preaching Apparition would confound 

Heaven daring Giants, with its dreadful Sound. 
(None quake fo ſoon is they who Heaven do dare; 
Who fear not God, the greateſt Cowards are.) 

But were the coaſt once clear, the ſhake once ore, 
The Lees would (ectle as they did before. 

* It was a waking Dream they would conclude, 

* A Fuggle which our Senſes did delude. 

*Or did we ſomething ſee? And ſomething hear ? 

"Yet whence it came, it doth not yet appear. 

Nay, they would gravely reaſon our the Caſe, 

* What we can graſp, we gladly will embrace, 

* The reſt we leave. Tothem let Children heark., 

* And fright themſelves with Fancies inthe dark. 

* What is a Spirit ? What's Infinity ? 

"What does the word Eternal ] ſignify ? Charm'd 


16 Drves and Lazarus. 


Charm'd are their Souls with this Oration made. |He 
And now their fear ſhall vanith like the Shade. Þ}I5' 
Thus Feols (tho' pounded) will not loſe a Grain, 0 


And Froxen Snakes, when thaw'd, will hiſſe again. a; 
[ 
Come now, thou that pretend'ſt ro At the Man, [50 
Something there needs mult be, which ne're began, Jo 
If all were nothing once, So 'rwould be now. Ar 
A Namber from bare Cyphers could not grow. IN 
Nothing's a Barren Womb. If that could breed, Ju 
To be and not to be were well agreed. Wi 
One point is gain'd, that ſomething ever was. Us, 
This hard word, Ever ; You mult let it pals. | : 
Know'it thou how far this Ever doth extend ? ! 
You muſt grant what you cannot Comprehend. Hi 
But what was Ever ? This Imperial Robe Th 
Suits not the azure nor the Verdant Globe. Ar 
One is a turning Wheel that Spins our time, He 
The other Po00!s with Spots of hardned ſlime. Hi 
Now wark the kinds of each, and you ſhall find Je 
Unto their proper Sphears they are Conhin'd. Ev 
Hereby is their Original Confelt, 0 
There's but a partial goodne(s in the beſt. To 
This is the Voice of their infirmity, 
* Mere Fepgars and Derivatives are we, 
What s of it (elf, that doth its (elf Suffice, wW 
*Tis from our Creatureſhip our wants ariſe. W 
Whar's of it ſelf, that in it (elf is Bleſt, Hit 
'Tis its own Center and at perfect reſt. 
Rich is that Being whence all Beings are, > 
And whence each Being has its proper Share/ Wi 
. Nor is t a wonder of (o High degree Al 
To make to be, as of it ſelf to be. For 
Something then ever was, which needs muſt be, | Thi 
From all the ſhades of Imperfections free. 4 Wh 
ence 
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de. [Hence are we. And to think, in vain We are, 


40, 


ce 


Is to condemn his Wiſdom at our Bar. 

s Men the Badge of their dependance wear 
On their frail Fleſh (the Graves probationer) 
And on their hearts, whoſe reſtleſs Motions ſhov 
Something they want, which is not here below: 
So muſt they own whom they are ford to know, 


' [And pay themſelves ro whom themſelves they Owe. 


Neither would this their Light of comfort Dim, 
But they ſhould ſerve themſelves in ſerving him. 
When Graves upbraid proud Grave-ſtones with their Lies, 
Gods Servant 1s a Title never dies. 


The thoughts in Man do prove his Soul to be ; 
His Conſcience bodes his immortality. 
This Boſom-Magiſtrate his Facts elpies 
And binds him over to the laſt Afſize. 
He trembles at his Summons to appear. 
His fear makes not a God, God makes his fear. 
Religion by Corroding doth aſlay 
Even thro' an Heart of Rock to force its way- 
O might he to himſelf be {o fincere, 
To ſtrive to pleaſe whom he's conſtrain'd to fear. 


Yet will he be a Vagrant all his days, 
Without a Method to direct his ways- 
What Eye e're pierc'd th'Almighties Sacred Brealt * 
Himſelf knows only what will pleafe him beſt. 


Since Man was made to l(erve his Makers will, 
Which is an height tranſcending humane skill, 
A Rule muſt needs be granted from on High 
For hifh co'regulate his Actions by. 
This Heaven-ſprung Rule that Sacred Roll contains, 
Which in the mg Land remains. , 
&) 
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Its words aud myſteries are all Divine, 

And weigiity Mountains hang on every Line. 

Ir { Sur-like) >hines by its own Golden Beams. 
And fcorns its baſe Corriva!s {enſeleſs Dreams. 
Thoſe Spangels which rhe Heathen Sages left 
Were from this Mine ſnatch'd by an Honeſt Theft 
Give me that hardy Brow, that dares deny 

The Bibles well atteſted Hiſtory : 

Moſes faid many things, and prov'd them too 

With proofs which all Hells Magick did out-do. 
Gods power he carry'd in his Hands, to ſhow 

that from his Mouth the Truths of God did flow. 
And his Credentials on his Face cid ſhine, 

Which there were written by a Beam Divine. 

The gazing Fews were ſtruck, who plainly ſaw 
That whence he had his Light, he had his Law. 


Thoſe Sections which the ſacred Code begin, 
Were by an Age of wonders Ulher'd in. 
The Prophets ſuperſtructure firmly ſtands 
On two hewn Srones laid by th'Almighties Hands, 
They count the footſteps of their coming Lord, 
They view the Mercy-ſeat with one accord. 
One tells his Narre, another tells his place, 
Another wri:cs the Beauries of his Face. 
Thus is he Gl2nc'd at by their piercing Eyes. 
The laſt oftiem his Harbinger eſpies. 
And O the Brisk, rhe Charming Airs that Spring 
From the conſent of each Harmonious ſtring ! 
He's over-wile who dreads Fictitious lines 
From Hancs uavriv' and Hearts without deſigns. 
They wrote beyond themicives. Which ſerves to 
Their hearts & hands wer? guided from above(prove 
The Worlds jult Age, and what was done of old 
Are in this ſacred Regilier inroll'd. 


Here 
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Here may be ſeen the priſtin (tate of Man, 

And, that Nites Head, the Source where ilis began, 
Here may be ſeen what makes a tecond Springs 
Here is the beſt account of every thing, 

The Wonders witnels'd now by mortal Eyes, 

Are but the produts of its Prophecies, 

The Scriptures rule the World, Ti this ſhall burs, 

All Ages on that Axle-1lree (ntl tn: 1 


This Heaven inſpired Volutre cot.1 avoiy 
What reaſon may embrace or mu't allow. 
When God delcribes himſelf, ris ſuch an height, 
As far ſurmounts quick fancies higheit Flight, 
Tis Reaſon. Realun thould be puzzled here. 
Man ſhould be God it he kneiy what he were. 
To theſe vaſt heights thus ſober IKeaſon faith, 
I fee the Seals. And yields the Chair to Faith. 
Now the Almighties Word ſhall Vermin light, 
When Heaven and Earth bear witnels to its Might. 
Vaſt Numbers from his Word at firſt did flow, 
And mult his Word paſs for a Cypher now ? 
Nay. His Commands at firlt Creations were. 
And now his Word Commands aad gives an Ear, 
Ir is a Sun that gives both Light and Eyes, 
A Voice that bids and makes the dead ariſe. 
it makes Clods, Stars ; And ſends them to the Sky 3 
And turneth Heaven into a Colony. 


Unbelief is cot Reaton buc a Luſt. 
Gods Hand and Sword give it its mortal chrut. 
The Law of the 1:v0 Tables will prevail, 
V Vhen other (ſelf-invenred } means (hall fail. 
V Vhilit other Archers Level in the Dark, 
The Arrows from Gods Quiver hit the Mark: 
K 2 V Vhat 
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- VVhat Voices or what Viſions would you have, 
Docs Voice (or nothing) will your Brethren ſave 
New Methods of Salvation to contrive 
Is fruitleſs Labour. Let 'em hear and Live, 
Pat if they won't, their Mirrimus is Seal'd. 
A ſtubborn Patient never can be heal'd. 
If Preachers rais d by God they will diſdain. 
Preachers rais d from the Grave ſhould Preach in vain 
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Penitential Cries. 


I. The Sinner's Self- Refleftion. 


I. 
H Lord, ah Lord, what have I done? | 
What will become of me ? | 
What ſhall I ſay, what ſhall I d-? 
Or whither ſhall I flee ? 
By wandering I have loſt my ſet. 
And here Ill make my moan, 
O whither whither have l ſtray'd, 
Ah Lord what have I done ? 
Il. 
Thy Candle ſearches all my Rooms 
And now I plainly fee, 
The numerous Sins of Earch and Hell 
Are ſummed up in mc. 
The Seeds of all the Ills that grow 
Are in my Garden ſown, 
And multitudes of them are ſprung, 
Ah Lord what have I done ? 
II. 
] have been Satans willing ſlave, 
And his moſt eaſe prey, 
He was not readier to command, 
Than I was to Obey ; 


Or 


I 
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Or if at times he left my Soul, 
Yet ſtill his Work went ony 

I was a Tempter to my ſelf ; 
Ah Lord what have I done ? 

IV. 

I puft at all the threats of Heaven, 
And flighted all irs charms, 

Nor Satans Fetters would I leave, 
For Chriſts inviting Arms: 

I had a Soul but priz'd it not, 
And now my Soul is gone. 

My forced Cries do pierce the Skies, 
Ah Lord what have I done ? 


IL 7he Sinner's Remorſe, as the 25 Pſalm, 
A 


I. © 
ORD thou haſt overcome, 
I've gat my deadly wound, 
And he that Kicks againſt the Pricks, 
Will ſoon himſelf confound ; 
My Sins thoſe venomous Darts, 
Which Heaven- wards 1 did throw, 
Ar: 'now my Rack, being driven back 
By mine Almighty Fae. 
II. 
My Sins have found me out, 
And at my door they lie ; 
And there they ſtay both night and cay, 
And there I hear them cry , 3 
In vain my Friends attempt 


To cure my mileries, 
A3 Wiat 
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What they propound to me is drown'd 

In fins loud roaring cries. 
IT. 

In vain are all the Tears 
Of rhem that ſtand withour, 

My Darts within, 1t is my ſin, 
They cannot pull it out; 

My Heart is all one wound, 
My breath repeated ſighs, 

My Bread is tears, my lite is tears, 
My Language Groans and Cries. 

IV. 

What are Heavens lights to him 
Who 1n the Dungeon lies, 

Not one thin Ray, or picce of diy 
Does chear my clouded cyes ; 

Sins match enkindles Hell, 
Sin makes the Damned Roar, 

This I have heard without regard, 
But never knew before. 


III. TZbhe Sinners Fears. 


I. 
Las ! for I have ſeen the Lord, 
With a drawn Sword he {tood, 
Now might he ſheath it in my fleſh, 
And bathe it in my blood ; 
T've dard him with my mjghty fins, 
As if we was too ſlow, 

Bur now he comes both arm'd and girt, 
' As an inraged Foe, 


Il. 
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Il. 
What ſhall a guilty Sinner do ? 
When Juſtice dos appear, 
Nr whither ſhall I flee from him, 
Whoſe place is every where ? 
As I can neither ſtand nor fly, 
So neither can I bear, 
That mighty hand which Grinds the Rocks, 
And doth foundations tear. 
III. 
My pale, my poor, my trembling Soul 
Do's ſtarr at every thing, 
[t hourly fears huge Hoſts of wrath 
From this incenſed King ; 
Should he but his Commiſhons grant 
A!l Creatures would engage 
Againſt me as their Common foe, 
With an united rage. 
IV. 
[ have ſuch Monſters in my Sout, 
As do portend and tell, 
As Devils here with me have dwelt 
So I with them muſt dwell; 
They have my wretched Soul poſſeſt, 
They hold it in their chains, 
I fear leaſt they ſhould drag it down 
To ſuffer endleſs pains. 
V. 
My fears are juſt, I've deſerv'd Hell, 
And *tis my proper hare, 
But who can dwell, O who can dwell 
With everlaſting Fire ? As : 


4 Penitential Cries. 
IV. The Sinner's Shame or C onfuſion 
| 


O fooliſh, ſo abſurd am T, 
i. ) That nothing can be more; 
Was ever ſuch a Monſter ſeen 
Upon the Earth before ? 
| dare not look upon the Earth, 
The witneſs of my Sin ; 
/N My conſcience is a Noomlday Book : 
[ dare not look within. 
Il. 
Opwards I durſt not caſt mine Eyes, 
For there my Judge doth fit : 
Nor downwards whence the ſmoke does riſe, 
From the Internal Pit ; 
How ſhall 1 anſwer at the Bar, 
Of him, who is moſt pure ? 
I cannot anſwer for my felf; 
My ſelf [ can't endure. 
" WE 
_ as my ſelf I can't endure, 
v felt i cannot fly ; 
lt Fools do fell themſelves for Slaves. 
And what a Slave am [I ? 
My Heart the ſeat of folly is, 
My Life a Life of Sin, 
Surely | am more brutiſh far, 
Than ever Brute hath been. 
_— 
ſs this my wit, 1s this my way ? 
| To make a plorious DAme ? 


l; 
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Is this the thanks I've paid to Heaven, 
Ah what a beaſt Iam? 

The Crown is fallen from my Head, 
My Royal Robes are gone ? 

Confuſion is my only Cloak, 
And I muſt put it on. 


Y. 
And whilit I bluſh, and whilſt I bleed, 
Here will I fit alone 3 
And here Fll lead the Lepers life, 
And make my doleful moan : 
[ am not worthy of the Earth, 
Not worthy of the Air, 
Not worthy of one watery drop, 
But of the Damneds fare. 
VI. 
O how it kills my heart to think 
Upon my fooliſh ways ! 
Yet this Ill bear, and bleſs the Lord, 
Becauſe damnation ſtays. 


V. The Sinner's Amezement, as the 2.5 Plalm. 


I, 
Read that Sins are Clouds, 

Whence Vengeance ſtorms have fell, 
But this isthat, I wonder at, 

That I am out of Hell. 
Eure there are thoſe in Hell, 
Who never have deſerv'd 
In Hell to lie, ſo much as I, 
And yet I am preſerv'd. 
& | Il. My 
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II. 
My fins have proudly ſcorn'd 
My fins have boldly dar'd 
The God of Might, with much deſpight, 
And yet my Soul is ſpar'd. 
The beſt and goodlieſt things, 
Which did this World adorn, 
By fin are ras'd, and quite defac'd, 
Yet ſtill I am forborn, 
Il 
At our firſt Parents breach. 
Pale Death came ruſhing in, 
The Angels fell from Heavn to Hell 
Preft with the weights of ſin. 
The Sodomites Cry prevail'd, 
Hell could no longer ſtay, 
But lo there came a Sulph*rous Flame 
And met them by the way. 
IV. 
When Cor«h did Rebel, 
Earth would not be his Slave, 
To bear his weight, but opens freight, 
And was his willing Grave. 
When 7/rae! did corrupt 
The Air with murmuring breath, 
It did rebound, and gave a wound, 
And that was preſent Death, 
V. 
The whole Creation groans, 
Sins Racks the World do fill, 
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ft empties Rooms, to furniſh Tombs, 
Yet I am living ſtill. 
On the Lords hand I live, 
And cannot but admire, 
He does not {ſhake ſo vile a Snake 
Into Ecernal Fire. 
VI. 
That Miracles are ceas'd, 
Some confidently tell ; 
But I do know it 1s not fo, 


Whilſt I am out of Hell. 
VI. The Sinners Hope. 


[. 
V J HO knows but ſuch an one as 1 
May Grace and Mercy find ? 
I hear the God of /ſrae/ 
Is mercitul and kind. 
Had he been pleas'd ro torture me 
With everlaſting bands, 
He might have done it long ago 
Who had me in his hands. 
II. 
[ do not hear the Trumpet ſound, 
To call me to his Bar, 
The proots and patterns of his Grace 
Forbid me to deſpair. 
Deſpair is ſuch a ſin of fins, 
It cannot be forgiv'n ; 
. Whilſt other fins Hells ways do. pave, 
This Bars the Gates of Heav'n. 
| III. Ceaſe 
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II. 
Ceaſe then thy murmuring, O my Soul, 
And filently attend, 
To th' ſounding Bowels of a Chriſt, 
Who is the Sinners Friend. 
He does not ſay, Depart from me, 
Into Eternal Fire ; 
But, Come into my open Breaſt, 
Where weary Souls retire. 
IV. 
"The trembling wretch, who toucht his Hem, 
But fear'd an heavy Doom; 
Receiv'd a Cure, and Bleſſing too, 
And went rejoycing home. 
The Prodigal deſerv'd, and far'd 
Worſe than the Swine he fed ; 
But found a Mirthful Feaſt at home, 
Who only lookt for Bread, 
V 


Heav'n lookt upon the Publican, 
Who was bow'd down with ſhame ; 
Mercy he call'd, which ſoon appear'd, 
And anſwer'd to its name. 
My Sins are mighty (ins indeed ; 
But I have underſtoad ; 
Great fins are foils which do inhance 
The Price of Saving Blocd. 
VL 
My Soul has many ghaſtly Wounds, 
Yet will I not deſpair, 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt there is Balm in Gzlead, 
And a Phyſician there. 

That I might march to Canaans Land, 
The Silver Trumpet ſounds, 

My Day till ſhines, my Teat is fix'd 
Within Salvations bounds : 

VI. 

The Door is ſhut, but is not barr'd, 
And he that is within, 

Does bid me ask, and ſeek, and knock, 
And ſtrive to enter in: 

Here then Ill ask, and ſeek, and knock, 
Uatil the Door be ope ; 

Nor will I ſtir a foot from hence ; 
It is a Door of Hope. 


VII. The Sinner's Confeſſion. 


[. 
HO, who can number all the Stars, 
Or Sands upon the Shore? 
Thy Sins, thy Sins are multitudes, 
My Soul, thy Sins are more. 
Alas! I cannot bear the ſight, 
They do like Clouds arile 
The Sword of Juſtice will awake y 
For they have reacht the Skies. 
II. 
Moſt ſtubbornly I have rebell'd, 
And broke thy Law, O God; 
How juſt is it, that ſuch a wretch 
Should feel thy Flaming Rod ? 


I bleed 
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I bleed to thiak how I did ſlight 
Thy Meflage from above; 
How 1 deſpis'd thy Blood, O Chriſt, 
And thy Redeeming Love ? 
b Hl. 
How oft | did repeat my fin, 
And ran upon the ſcore, 
Tho” Conlcience loudly did difſwade ; 
And bad me fin nv more. 
How 15 1t Lord thou doft ſo long 
This wretched Soul forbear ? 
Whea alnioſt ev'ry thoughts's a fin, 
My breath pollutes thy air. 
IV. 
Maneſſeh's fins were white to mine, 
Mine bear a Crimſon die ; 
Sure never any fo provok't 
The Lord of Hoſts as I. 
Ah how much viler than the Earth: 
By fin am I become ? 
A Sinner of polluted birth, 
A Sinner in the Womb. 
V. 
Lord, whither, whither mult I range 
To count up my trangreffions ? 
Give me thy pardon, in Exchange 
Accept of my Confeſſion. 


VIIL 
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VIII. The Sinners Retreah. 


I, 
Arewell, vain world, I bid adieu 
Thou canſt not fill but cloy : 
Thy Throne, O God, does fend forth new, 
And more refined joy. 
Meer Vanity does Man purſue 
With eagerneſs and hear ; 
The braveſt things the World can ſhew 
Are but a pertect cheat : 
II. 
Who gain the riches of the Earth, 
Gain but a finer drols, 
Who gain a World, and loſe a Soul, 
Suſtain the greateſt loſs. 
The blaſt of honour ſounds aloud, 
Yer that's but empty air, 
Which quickly paſles thro' the Croud : 
And do's no more appear. 
IIL 
Alas there's nothing here that can 
True bleſledneſs afford ; 
Ye painted ſhadows, get you gone, 
Ye hold me from my Lord ; 
He's bleſt indeed who loveth God, 
Whoſe undefiled mind 
Can ſcorn ſuch poor delights, and cag 
In Jeſus better find. 
IV. 
O happy they who only love 
Their God, and him admue / That 
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That I may taſte your purer joys, 
PIl from che World retire. 

Pll make it my ambition now, 
To be belov'd of God : 

Sinners, in time, in time, return, 
Before you feel his Rod. 


IX. The Sinners Reſolves. 


l. 
— empty World has now too long 
Deceived me with lies, 
I am reſolved to be gone ; 
Deluded Soul, ariſe. 
Go fly to Chriſt without delay, 
Engage him for thy Friend, 
Such men are bleſled in their way, 
And bleſſed in their end. 
| II. 
What have I more to do with fin ? 
Ye flatt'ring ſweets be gone ; 
The time and place 'twas acted in, 
Are fad to think upon. 
My vain companions [ll forſake, 
Them from their ways withdraw, 
Fil read a LeQure that ſhall make 
Thoſe frozen hearts to thaw. 
III. 
My fins will I no more repeat, 
Nor finiſh that begun, 
My Summons to the Judgment Scat 
May come before it's done. 


I will 
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I will not with my Finger once 
Touch my beloved Sin. 

Who knows its latter end? you know 
But where it did begin, 

IV. 

The ſnares of Satan lye fo low, 
And are fo ſmoothly plac't; 

111 ſoftly tread where e're | go, 
And never att in haſte. 

The word and Spirit I'll obey, 
And think it God ſay ſo, 

It is enough, Þll never ſtay, 
To ſec what others do. 

V. 

I'll dedicate my ſelf to God 
And his alone will be, 

I triumph I am in the road 
To true felicity. 

Lord, all is ſpread before thy face, 
My Soul reſolves upon ; 

{y Soul commits it to thy Grace, 

O leave it not alone / 


X. The Sinners Cry for pardon. 


|. 
Reat God, thou art a'God of Grace, 
Who pardons halt 1n ſtore ; 
O do not turn away thy tace 
From me, tho am poor. 
I do deſerve the hotteſt plagues 
Of an incenſed God ; 
B Io 


18 Penttential Cries. 


To drink the Vials of his wrath, 

To feel the damneds rod. 
II. 

But turn away thy wrath from me, 
Now turning at thy call ; 

O why ſhould'{t thou exalt thy ſelf 
In thy poor Creatures fall ? 

I might be caſt into thy Jail, 
There lie for evermore; 

But Lord, thy patience did eve Bail, 
Thy Chriſt & id pay the ſcore. 


Mercy, good Lord, -—"ſ I ask, 
This is the Total Summ, 

For Mercy, Lord is all my ſuit, 
Lord, let thy mercy come. 

Lord, if thou wilt my ſins forgive, 
Wilt not in wrath deſtroy , 

"Twill add new comforts to thy Saints, 
Freſh triumphs to their joy. 

IV 


This will encourage Sinners, Lord, 
To turn and ſeek thy face ; 

When they ſhall hear the wort of them 
Has now obtain'd thy Grace. 

My Sins are Mountains, tho they be, 
Theſe Mountains cannot ſtand. 

W hat are thoſe Mountains to my Chriſt * 

They fly at thy command, 


V. 
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V. 
My Sins indeed are numberleſs, 
are not thy Mercies ſo ? 
This did thy pardon'd ones profeſs, 
They bad me to thee go. 
Tho they be numerous and great, 
['m in Salvation's Road ; 
They cannot paſs the blood of Chriſt , 
Which is the blood of God. 
VI. 
Where Sin abounds, thy Word do's ſay, 
Grace has abounded more ; 
This is, and ſhall be (till my plea ; 
Whilſt thou haſt Grace in ſtore. 
Mercy, good Lord, Mercy, I ask ; 
This 1s the total ſumm, 
For mercy; Lord, is all my ſuit, 
Lord let thy Mercy come. 


XI. The Sinner's Adareſs to Chriſt. 


l. 


Here lies a Sin, Ill drop a tear, 
Then view Redeeming blood, 
To mourning Souls Chriſt will appear, 
And ſurely do them good. 
'Ti5 thou alone, my Lord, canſt give 
This asking heart reliet. 
Chrilt's gentle voice would make it hve, 
Mis hand wipe off my griet. 


B 3 
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Il. 

Thoſe falſly call'd the {weets of Sin, 
Are bitter unto me ; 

I loath the ſtate that I am in, 
Lord, may I come to thee ? 

But O wilt thou receive him now 
That's coming to rhy door ? 

For I can bring no dowry, Lord, 
I come extreamly poor. 

II, 

What if my tears could make a floud, 
My rightcouſneſs is droſs, 

Thoſe tears need waſhing in thy blood, 
Tho* wept upon the Croſs. 

[ have an Argument to plead 
Which thou canſt not deny, 

Thy Grace is free, and thou dolt give 
To Sinners, ſuch as I. 

IV. 

Thou'doſt invite all wandering Souls, 
And I am one of thoſe, 

With thee the lick do find a Cure, 
The weary find repoſe. 

The world and Sin will ever vex, 
Will trouble and moleſt, 

I therefore truſt my Soul with Chriſt 
To bring to Heavens relt. 


XIL 
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XII. Zhe Sinners Reception. 


. 
Hilſt others coſtly Offerings bring 
Unto my Lord moſt dear, 
To him a Song of Praiſe Ill ſing, 
And facrifice'a Tear. 
This is my choiceſt gift, I have 
No better to impart ; 
When thou receiv d{t me friſt; then I 
Did ofter up mine hearr. 
; Il. 
I am the Prodigal return'd, 
And met upon a plain, 
And thou the loving Father, that 
Invit't me home again. 
Thou didſt invite, and bring me home, 
My ſtudy now ſhall be 
To furniſh and prepare a Room, 
Where Chriſt may dwell with me. 
[II 
O cleanſe my Soul and make it white, 
Adorn it with thy Grace, 
To awell with me do thou delight, 
Ard never hide thy face. 
Who can but love fo dear a Lord ! 
Ill make a daily feaſt, 
The daily exerciſe of Grace 
Shall entertain my Chriſt. 
IV. 
I love thee, Lord ; and thou doſt know 
How I adore thy name; 


» fi re} 
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Surely, my God, I would do ſo, 
Would wear a loving frame. 

With thankfulneſs I will record 
Thy kindneſs all my days, 

Tl live upon and to the Lord : 
And breath a conſtant prailc. 


XI. 7he Sinner's admiration of Diviys 
Mercy, as the 148 Pſalm. 


. 

O praiſe Redeeming Love, 
: Dear Chriſtians,. lend a voice, 
Come thou Diviner Dove, 
And help me to rejoyce ; 
My heart too low, 
Lord thou canſt raiſe: 
Beſt Spirit blow, 
And ſhall praiſe. 

I 


Here Lord will I admire 
The wonders of thy Grace 
Till thou {halt call me higher, 
There to behold thy face : 
O Heighth of Grace ! 
O Depth of Love ! 
Now fit me for 
My place above. 
IL. 
Hell was my proper hire, 
For I was Satans Slave, 


Fit 
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it Fuel for that Fire, 
But God delights to ſave : 
God often call d : 
] would not come : 
He call'd until 
He brought me home. 
IV. 
Dejetted Souls may not 
Acceptance with him fear ; 
No ſigh was eer forgot ; 
He Bottles every Tear. 
Do not deſpair, 
Becauſe you ſee, 
How kind the Lord 
Has been to me. 
Y. 
My Sins were very high, 
My Soul almoſt in Hell, 
Yet Mercy then drew nigh, 
And caught me as [ fell. 
Bleſs God, my Soul, 
Even unto death ; 
And write a Song 
For every Breath. 
VI. 
Who can this Love cxprels ? 
His Mercy neer decays, 
What can my Soul do lels, 
Than love him all my days? 
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Bleſs God, my Soul, 
Even unto Death, 
And write a Song 
For every Breath. 


XIV. 7he Sinners Thirſt after more Grace: 


]. 
Bleſs my God for giving Grace, 
Wilt thou increaſe my ſtore ? 
And as my Graces do increaſc, 
Thy Praiſes ſhall be more. 
] his barren Soil will never bear, 
Or elle bear nothing good ; 
Unleſs thou water with thy. Cate, 
And moiſten with thy Blood. 
on 
Be thou to me, as thou haſt becn 
Unto thine //-acl, 
A Dew to keep my branches green, 
To make my bloftoms ſmell. 
[ daily thirſt, I ſigh, I groan, 
For greater growth in Grace ; 
O ſpread each ſigh before thy Throne, 
Betore thy brighter Facc. 
II. 
Increaſe the Grace that thou haſt wrought. 
So kindly, freely given, 
Lord cheriſh it, till thou haſt brought 
Me up the Stairs to Heav*n. 
This thirfty Soul muit till repeat 
Its carneſt Suit again, 


b-_, 


an 
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I am thy Garden, and intreat 
Thy Garden may have Ran. 


XV. For Spiritual Proteftion. 


[. | 


I Have an Hoſt of Enemies, 
Are ever breaking in, 

Satan, the World, the Fleſh deviſe 
To ruine me by Sin. 

[ truſt to God, as my defence, 
Againſt her ſubtilties; 

From all deſtructive baits of ſenſe, 
Wilc thou reſtrain mine Eyes ? 

I- II. 
;- Tho ye combine againſt my Soul, 

- 1 make the Lord my Guard, 

Who will your fery Breath controul, 
Who will be my Reer-ward. 

+ Whenever dangers near approach, 
Lord be at hand to me, 

And bring my Soul by each aſſault, 
The nearer unto thee. 

NE. 

7) keep from Sin, which brings a frown, 
Be gracious at my Cry : 

Let no Temptations caſt them down, 
That on thy Grace relye. 

Why ſbould that frame ſet up within, 

Which thine own hand did raile ? 
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Be ever broke or flurr'd by Sin, 
Why ſhouldeft thou loſe thy praiſe ? 
| IV. 

Even as thy care, thy hand is large, 
And fills each empty ſpace ; 

Remember that I am thy charge ; 
This day conſult my caſe. 

My Soul, my Frame, I will commit 
To thee, O Holy Ghoſt 

Thou art my Guardian, and I truſt, 
Thy work ſhall not be loſt. 


XVI. Zamenting the lofs of firſt Love. 


[. 


That my Soul was now as fair, 
As it has ſometimes been, 

Devoid of that diſtracting care 
Without and guilt within. 

There was a time, when I could tread 
No Circle but of Love ; 

That joyous Morning now is fled ; 
How heavily I move ? 

II. 

Unhappy Soul, that thou ſhould'ſt force 
Thy Saviour to depart, 

When he was pleaſed with ſo courſe 
A Lodging in thy Heart. 

How {weetly I enjoy'd my God ? 
With how Divine a frame, 

I thought on every Plant 1 trod, 

I read my Saviour's Name ! 


1008 
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I. 
I liv'd, I lov'd, I talkt with thee, 
So ſweetly we agreed, 
And thou no ſtranger waſt to me, 
Till T became a weed. 
The Tempter robb'd me, and 1 muſt, 
| fear, be ever poor ; 
May this ſuffice to row! i'th' duſt, 
Before thy Temple Door ? 
IV. 
My deareſt Lord, my Heart flames not 
With Love, that Sacred Fire, 
But ſince my Love has wore that blot, 
Repentance runs the higher. 
O might thoſe days return again, 
How welcome they ſhould be ! 
Shall my Petition be in vain, 
Since Grace is ever free. 
V. 
Lord of my Soul, return, return, 
To chaſe away this Night, 
Let not thine anger ever burn ; 
God once was my delight. 


XVII. Thec onflict. 


I. 


What a War is in my Soul, 
Which fain would be devout / 
I am moſt weary with the Fight, 
But may not yet give out, 
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The Fleſh and Spirit, both contend 
For this weak Soul of mine, 
Tha: oft I know not what to do, 
But, Lord, I would be thine, 
I... 
1 would believe, but unbelict 
Prevails the other way ; 
And1I have conſtant cauſe of griet, 
A longer night than day. 
Icry to God, thoſe Cries declare, 
Whole part my Soul do's take, 
Accepts my poor defires, whillt I 
Do this reſiſtance make. 
IH. 
My Evidences ſhould be clear, 
But ah the blots of Sin / 

Turn chearing hope to ſadning fear, 
And make black doubts within. 
The Laws of Sin, and Grace will jar, 

Both dwelling in one room, 
The Saints expect perpetual War, 
Till ye are ſent tor home. 
IV. 

Altho' theſe Combats make you tear, 
They ſhould not calt you down, 
God will give Grace to hold out here, 

And Glory tor its Crown, 
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XVIII. Zhe Back-ſliders Returs. 


| 


1” HO” I am fallen from my God, 
[']] venture to draw nigh ; 

His Word aſſures me, he would not 
Have any Sinner die. 

Sinners may hope to ſee God's Face, 
Tho' fallen ne'er fo low ; 

If they go to the Throne of Grace, 
And weeping, as they go. 

I 


Who {hames himſelf before him there, 
His Sin ſhall berforgor ; 

It Sinners bluſh, when they confeſs, 
That bluſhing hides their ſpot. 

PV Ah Lord! Iam aſham'd to come, 
Aſham'd with thee to meet, 

[ dare not look, but down I fall 
Ar thy moſt bleſſed Feet. 

II. 

D1:d ever any thus before, 
Thus baſely wrong thy Grace ? 

Sure I m more vile than any one 
Of wretch Adam's Race. 

Here comes a Prodigal, Lord, hear, 
And anſaer at his Call, 

[ beg for Jelus fake, that thou 
Remember not my Fall, 
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IV. 

Nothing I plead on my behalf, 

But yet thou knoweſt well, ( Brands 
Bright Saints in Heavn were once black 
Snatcht from a burning Hell. 

The Blood of Bulls thou askeſt not, 

A Penitential groan 

Shall be accepted, this I bring, 

And offer at thy Throne, 


XIX. The Sinner's Morning Prayer ; as the 
100 Pſalm. 


I. 
I 0d who once more unſeal'd mine eyes, 
Shall have my choicelt Sacrifice, 


My higheſt thanks I humbly pay, 
For Mercies running night and day, 
I 


| O Lord, thy Pardon l implore, 
And Grace, that I offend no more, 
O let thy goodnels never ceale 
Renew thy Covenant of Peace. 
| Hl. 
As thou reneweſt ſtill my days, 
With new endearments crown my ways : 
Father, with me this day abide; 
Be thou my leader and my guide, 
IV 


| That I may plainly ſee and know, 


The very Path where I ſhould go ; 
| | And 
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And may at night rejoycing, ſay, 
My God was kind to me this day. 
V 


Thoſe Graces that I want ſupply, 

And keep me with a tender Eye 

Let my corruptions more and more, 

Loſe of the ground they had before. 
VI. 

By Faith, dear Saviour, I would live, 

And like the fruitful Lily thrive : 

The fruitful Chriſtian honours God, 

And ſ{hews his Paſtures to be good. 
VII. 

Give me my claim to Heaven clear, 

Thy conſtant Grace to perſevere : 

Whilſt here on Earth be thou my Guard, . 

And at the laſt my great Reward. 


XX. The Sinner's Evening Prayer; as the 
100 Pſalm. 


| 


Lord, behold a wretched one, 

That flings himſelf before thy Throne, 
By practice ſinful, and by birth, 
Lord, viler, viler than the Earth. 

II. 

O let thy Chriſt my Jeſus be, 
To ſave from Sin and milery ! 
My Soul, beneath thy feet | lay, 


Intreating Pardon for this day. 
I, 
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Ill. 
God made his World, and brought me in, 
And I brought mine, my World of Sin ; 
Behold rholſe ſins not as a Spy, 
To mark, oras a Judge, to try. 

'V 


But as Phyſician to the Poor, 

Who brings a Balſam for the Sore: 

Abſolve, renew me by thy Grace ; 

Fit me for Death which comes apace. 
V 


Encircle me within thine Arm, 
My Body to defend trom harm ; 
Preſerve my wandering Soul from Sin, 
Both going out, and coming in. 

VI. 
Keep far from me a careleſs heart. 
From which my Saviour would depart : 
O bleſs and proſper all my ways, 
That they may iſſue in thy Prailc. 


XX. Cry for [mprovement of Taltnts. 


| 


Am a Tree that God hath ſet, 
Which he expeQs ſhould grow : 
We mult allow that Hand to reap, 
Which was at coſt to ſow. 
II. 
If thou expetteſt from my Flock, 
Or from my Tillage Bread. 


Then 
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Then help me to improve my Stock ; 
Let not thy Grace lie dead. 
Il. 
Thoſe Talents that the Maſters ſend, 
The Servants mult improve, 
Thine Aid, O my great Maſter ! ſend 
To help me from above. 


Since thou didſt buy me, when a Slave, 


Shall | not now be true ? 

1] uſe the power that [ have, 
Dear Saints, for God and you. 

[Il. 

With Riches give a liberal Heart, 
That fo I may reſtore 

Again, and pay thy Tythes unto 
Thy Deputy the Poor. 

That honour thou doſt ſhine on me, 
Shall honour thee alwa\s ; 

My leſſer Talents joyn to pay 
Their Tribute to thy Praiſe. 

IV. 

Whate'er is mine, it firſt was thine, 
And thine ſhall ever be ; 

All my Enjoyments ſhall combine 
To raiſe, and honour thee. 

My parts, my time, my every thing, 
Are wholly thine I own : 

Accept the Muſick from each ſtring 
Preſented at thy Throne. 


C 
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14 Penttential Cries. 
XXII. 24 Cry before the Sacrament. 
I, 


Oday the Lord of Hoſts invites 
Unto a coſtly Feaſt ; 
O what a privilege 1s this, 
To be th' Almighties Gueſt ? 
IF. 
I am invited, I muſt go, 
Lord help me to preparc, 
That ſo I may be welcome, and 
Partake of Childrens fare. 
HI. 
All they that ſit down with him muſt 
Be decked with his Grace ; 
He ſmiles on ſuch Communicants, 
And they behold his Face. 
IV. 
But who, and what am I? O Lord! 
Unholy and unmeet, 
To come within thy doors, or to 
Walſh thy _——_ Feet! 


Come, holy Spirit, _ and take 
My filthy garments hence, 

The guilt, the ſtain, the love of Sin, 
Will give my Lord offence. 

VI. 

Remember not my ſins, O Lord ! 

' Whichever load my mind, 

Thy Son did die, for ſuch as I, 

That I might Mercy find. 


VII. 
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VIT. 
Worldly diſtrations jtay behind, 
Below the Mount abide, 
Be no diſturbance to my mind, 
Nor make my Saviour chide. 
VIII. 
Let nothing that is not Divine 
Within thy preſence move, 
What e're would cauſe thee not to ſhine , 
In tokens of thy love. 
IX. 
Whilſt thou doſt at thy Table lit, 
Send out thy Spirit to breathe 
Upon my Soul, to ſummon forth 
My Graces from beneath, 
X. 
Awake Repentance, Faith, and Love, 
Awake, O every Grace ; 
Come, come, attend this glorious King, 
And bow before his Face. 
XI. 
O come, my Lord, the time draws nigh 
That I am to receive, 
Stand with my Pardon ſealed by, 
Perſwade me to believe. 
XII. 
Let not my Jeſus now be ſtrange, 
Nor hide himſelf from me ; 
O cauſe thy Face to ſhine upon 
The Soul that longs for thee. 


C 2 XIII. 
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| XIII. 
O let our entertainment now 
Be lo exceeding ſweet, 
That we may long to come again, 
And at thy Table mect. 


XXIII. Under Deſerir0n. 


I. 
Y Lord, My God, I once could ſing, 
But now I fear to ſay 
God, I only cry my King, 
t force I muſt obey. 
forfeited that bleſſed Gueſt, 
hat joy that ſometimes ſhone, 
in this dark unhallowed breaſt ; 
D whither is it gone ? 
Il. 
infinite compaſhon, Lord, 
To my complaint give ear, 
Whole troops of ſorrow bear me down, 
O when wilt thou appear ? 
Remember, Lord, what I am ſtild, 
Tho” under darknels great, 
Tho' under darkneſs, till thy child, 
My heart is ſtill thy ſeat. 
[[T. 
My King, thou doſt poſſeſs that Throne, 
Thou doſt that Scepter ſway, 
'Tis thine, 'tis purely thine alone, 
I hate the ſinners way. 
Lord, when thou fceſt me come to pray, 
Bow down a gracious car, To 


\ 
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To-anlwer me make no>flelay, 
One dark{ome day's a year, 
IY. 
I know I am extreamly vile, 
Lo here is room for Grace, 
Look therefore on me with a ſmile, 
A reconciled face. 
I will no more my Lord provoke, 
Or caule thee to withdraw, 
Thy former frowns have made me wile 
To fear and ſtand in awe. 
V. 
My reſtleſs Soul will ne'er give o'er, 
Until thy Bowels move ; 
Il not be driven from thy door, 
*Till thou ſhalt ſay Tlove. 


XXIV. For the Succeſs of the Goſpel. 


[. 
Mong the Jews let every Tribe 
A Turn to their Ancient Lord, 
All Glory to his Name aſcribe, 
With joy receive his word. 

Let Jews, an4 Gentile world agreg 
Thy glorious Name to raiſe, 

When they the path to Heaven ſee, 
They come with Songs and Praile. 

I. 

O that the Lord would conquer thole 

That do reſiſt his hagd, 
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O cauſe that all thy Churches Foes 
May yield to thy Command. 
Thy Churches, Lord, beyond the Seas, 
Are graven on our Hearts ; 
Shower down thy Grace on them and theſe, 
Let neither loſe their parts. 
Ll. 
Let thoſe that ſeek thee not, be found, 
Whilſt the Geſpiſers fall, 
And thoſe that hear the Goſpel ſound, 
May anſwer to its call. 
Thy Saints complain that they are few, 
They make too mean a Quire , 
Let converts fall like Morning Dew, 
Thy Praiſe will riſe the higher, 
IV. 
In Englazd give thy Goſpel free 
From a deviſed dreſs, 
And let thy goodneſs which do's ſhine 
In H—*— ne're be leſs. 


Name your 
Town here, 
Let thoſe whom thou haſt known of old, 

Be quickly called home, 
Even all thy Sheep within this Fold, 

Cempc.l them Lord to come, 

V. 

Build up thizc own, who wait till thou 

Dolt their corruptions kill ; 
Breathe on our Souls, advance our Grace, 

Lord, higher, higher ſtill. 
Our Paſtor whom thou doſt appoint, 

To keep cur Vineyard, bleſs, 
With ſaving Grace, thy ſweeteſt ſmiles, 

And with a fair ſucceſs, 
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VI. 
Of thy ſweet preſence grant us more ; 
Much more our Soubks deſire ; 
Unotill we ſing on Sions Hill, 
With that Seraphick Q1ure, 


XXY. For a ſoft Heart. 


[. 
Hat Heart is Harder than a Stone, 
That riſes up to play, 
And neer with ſorrow thinks upon 
The Sins of Yeſterday. 
The laſt nights failures well might make, 
It they were duly ſcann'd, 
Each Rock, each Sinners Heart to ake, 
For Saints are daily tann'd. 
II. 
Ah Lord! doſt thou not ſee my heart ! 
Alas ! how little Love / 
I pray thee do not loſe thy part, 
Drop ſoftneſs from above. 
O keep it tender ! keep it ſofr, 
That | may know to raiſe, 
And quickly ſet the lowelt ſtring, 
Unto a Tune of Fraite. 
IH. 
Thy People do lament and cry, 
Their Sins have made them groan ; 
Give me their frames, then ſo ſhall I, 
Lord rowl away this Stone. 
if thou with-hold a little ſpace, 
With-hold not very long ; 
Send down the melting Dews of Grace, 
11 ſend thee up a Song. 
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IV. 
Make my heart ſofter, ſofter (til, 
Me I'ke thy mourning Dove, 

I mourn becaule | cannot mourn, 
But Lord thou know ſt 1 love. 
Make my heart ſofter, ſofter {fill ; 
That by thy gracious hand 
A deep impreſſion may be made 

Evenfromthe leaſt Command, 


XXVI. Againſt Unbelieg. 


I. 
Soul that's burden'd with the weigh 'C 
Of vin that on him lies, 
Muſt go to Golgorha, then 25k 
For whom that Saviour des. 
Surely for Sinners, ſuch as l, 
That precions Blood was ſpilt, 
Come, poor defiled Souls, O come, 
And wa{h away your guilt. 
Il, 
Chriits calls, ariſe, and do not fear, 
Tho thou wait Satan's Slave, 
Let this thy drooping ſpirit cheer, 
His errant was to fave. 
Chritt did appear to Magdalen, 
Whcn blinded with her tears, 
To lead on others to believe, 
And caſt away their fears. 
yon 
My Sins are grown {o high, that they 
Deſerve a ſecond flood, 
Behold the Deluge, Chriſt is come ; 
To drown them in his blood. 
| My work iS to believe on him, 
By Faith his Blood apply, When 


I 


e 
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When Faith zakes out the fiery ſing, 

That Sinners ſhall not die. 
lv. 

Lord give me this believing heart 
Advance it more and more, 

Rebuke theſe doubts and ſcruples that 
Are crowding at my door. 

Lord, Satan ſays my Sins are high, 
And ſpread before thy face 

Vaſt heighths indeed ; but what are theſe 
Llnto the heighths of Grace ? 


XXVIl. For Univerſal Obedience. 


L 
L OR D thou haſt planted mea Vine 
In fertile ſoil and air, 

Now tend and water me as thine, 
Make me thy daily care. 

My Chriſt F'm wholly thine, dire&t 
Me wandering in the dark, 

O may my conſtant aims be ſtrait, 
T hine honour be my mark. 


II. 

| have obſerv'd thy ſacred Laws 
To be exceeding wide, 

Let me nat from the leaſt of them 
Turn willfully aſide. 

Lord let thy Word and Spirit guide 
Thy Servant in thy way, 

May I walk cloſely with my Gad 
Aud rug no more —_ 

Shall Si-0# bear ghy Croſs alone 
And other Saints be free ? 
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Each Saint of thine ſhall find his owr: 
And there is one for me. 
Whene're it falls unto my lot 
Let it nor drive me from 
My God, let me be neer forgot 
'Till thou haſt lov'd me home. 
IV. 
O happy Chriſtians, be not loth 
To have a coarſer fear : 
Saints that have had no Table cloth, 
Had Chriſt at dinner there. 
To do or ſuffer | am pleas'd, 
So long as Chriſt ſtands by, 
Support me with thy conſtant aid, 
Leſt all thy Graces die. 
V. 
The way is to the upright ſtrength, 
Lord make it ſo to me, 
That never tiring with the length, 
My Soul may reach to thee. 


XXVIII. The Sinners Cry for Quickning Grace. 


I 
T H E Spouſe ſought her beloved one, 
But lought him on her Bed, 
Seldom ſuch ſeekers ſpeed with God. 
Cold Pray'rs are counted dead. 
How many Duties do I ſpoil, 
How many Sins do [ 
ContraCt by this my drowſy frame, 
Forgettiug Chriſt is by ? 
Il. 
T hy Saints enjoy a lively Frame, 
Run cheerfully to God, 
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Their Heav'nly praiſes ſhew the ſame 
Whilſt I'm alifeleſs clod. 

Ah Lord ſhall it be ever thus ? 
Have I no wings for thee ? 

It grieves me to go bowed down, 
Whilſt other Chriſtians flee, 

II. 

None can remedy this but thou, 
Drop down the Oil of Love, 

My Soul then like Amimadab, 
With ſwift delight will move. 

O come to me with quick'ning Grace, 
Remove this drowſie frame, 

Then ſhall the fire of Love within, 
Brake out into a flame, 

, # 

Come, come to me, O come and ſet 
My Soul upon the Wing, 

When I upon the Mountain get, 
I'll praiſe my heav'aly King. 

No more delays, O come, and blow, 
Stir up thy grace begun 

When thou doſt breathe, thy Spices flow ; 
The work goes kindly on, 


XXIX. For Communion with God. 


I. 
A Laſs my God, that we ſhou'd be, 
Such Strangers to each other, 
O that as Friends we might agree, 
And walk and talk together. 
Thou knowelt my Soul do's dearly love 
The place of thine abode, 
No Mulick drops ſo ſweet a ſound, 
' As theſe two words, my God. 


th 
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I, 
$ Jong not for the Fruit that grows 
Within theſe Gardens here, - 
I find no ſweetneſs in their Roſe, 
When Jeſvs is mot near. 
Thy gracious prelence, O my Chriſt 
Can make a Paradile ; 
Ah what ere all the gondly Pearls 
Unto this Pearl of price 
Il, 
May I raſte that Communion, Lord, 
Thy People have with thee ? 
Thy Spirit daily ralks with thera, 
) let it talk with me; 
Like Enoch, let me walk with God, 
And thus walk out my day, 
Attended with the Heav'nly Guard: 
Upon my Kings High-way. 
IV. 
When wilt thou come unto me Lord : 
O come, my Lord molt dear, 
Come near, come nearer, nearer ſti!l, 
I'm well when theu zrt near. | 
When wilt thou come unto me Lord ? 
| languiſh for thy fight, 
Ten thouſand Snas it thou art ſtrange 
Are ſhades inſtead of ” th 


When wilt thou come = me, Lotd : 
For till thou doſt appear, 
I count each moment for a day, 
Each minute for a year. 
Come Lord, and never from me go, 
This World's a darkſome place, 


